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JOSER DUMBRIQUE has decided to make photography his only 
mistress. He is the brilliant brains of this month’s concept 
cover and the brilliant eye behind the lens. He hopes to 
someday finally live a healthy life, which in his strict terms is 
by the age of 35. 



ALICE SARMENTO teaches people to make clothes during the 
day so she’d have at least a little money to burn on worthwhile 
distractions. She is currently one of the managing editors of 
creative nonfiction/theme-based online oversharing magazine 
New Slang (http://new-slang.com) and has won awards in essay 
writing and lifestyle journalism. She likes music, graphic novels, 
and things that smell like vanilla. 



KATRINA STUART SANTIAGO is your ex-teacher, ex-girlfriend, 
extra curricular activity. She writes on local popular culture 
because she thinks every Pinoy of her generation grew up on 
it, but is taught early on to repress this fact. She’s baduy and 
loves it. She doesn’t love freaking out half the time about being 
a freelance writer. Recently though she’s conceded to being at 
the very least a free spirit: freedom after all, can only be good. 
She goes by this site’s name: http://www.radikalchick.com. 



FRANCIA “ECHO” CACERES is a 

2 2-year old Playmate. She is the 
External Head of the Playmates 
Department and an avid travel 
writer. Playmate Echo is a true 
Survivor, not only in the reality 
TV-show Survivor Philippines 
Palau (which she participated 
in), but also in real life. An 
accomplished young achiever 
and visionary, she is excited with 
her opportunity from PLAYBOY 
Philippines to travel the world 
and write home about her 
adventures. 



MONINA EUGENIO is a publicist 
by trade. She’s an indie music 
junkie who loves her candy 
colored Holga and her cat 
Mallow. She’s a hardcore 
mountaineer who has taken on 
the toughest crags and caves in 
spite of such difficult obstacles 
as a raging fever, lack of sleep 
and her own laziness to train. 
When she isn’t scaling high 
altitude peaks, she loves being 
idle with a cup of coffee and a 
friend. 
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Dear PLAYBOY, 

Mirage is by far the most interesting fiction 
article I’ve read for the many years I’ve followed 
PLAYBOY. Robert JA Basilio depicted such lovely 
characters and I demand a Part II. I’m hoping to 
read a continuation of Mirage in the next issue. 

- Mark R. 


Dear Mark, 

We hear you. Robert JA Basilio heard you and we’re 
sure that warmed his heart. We’ll definitely work on 
that one, but for now, we’re sure you’ll enjoy what 
our dear contributors cooked up for you. We here 
in PLAYBOY offer you nothing less than what you 
always expect of us. Read on and tell us what you 
think about this month’s fiction article. 


*** 


Dear PLAYBOY, 

Jamilla Obispo’s very tasteful shoot rocked March’s 
cover. I was surprised when I saw her on the cover. 
I didn’t recognize her from afar but when I finally 
got my copy and read her name on the cover, I was 
overwhelmed with how she’s transformed from the 
nene in PBB, to one enticing woman. 

- Tim, via e-mail 


Dear Tim, 

True, indeed. She’s come a long way. We almost 
didn’t think we ’d get her for our cover, but thankfully 
we did. It was a joy working with her, obviously 
enough, look at what she gave us for March. Thanks 
for continuously patronizing PLAYBOY. It’s people 
like you that keep us here. 


■kick 


Dear PLAYBOY, 

I was wondering if you guys can feature Ronnie 
Ricketts for your PLAYBOY 20 Q. I’m a big fan and 
you’d really make my year if you could consider 
him for 2011.1 guarantee you I’ll buy ten copies of 
the magazine he’d be featured in. 

-Daniel, Makati 


Dear Daniel, 

That, of course, would bring us such joy as well. We’ll 
see what we can do with that. For the meantime, 
while waiting for your time with Mr. Ronnie Ricketts, 
we hope you’ll enjoy the other personalities we got 
lined up for you. Thanks man! 
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Welcome, beloved readers, to our 3rd anniversary issue! 

Before anything else, we'd like to than kail of you for your continued patronage 
of our brand. I know it's a cliche but there's no other way to say it: the past 
three years have been like a roller coaster ride. We've had spectacular peaks 
and disappointing valleys, but the craziness has all been worth it because of 
you, our beloved readers.Our eternal thanks to you all. 

We wanted our anniversary issue to be about something fun and since I 
personally have the most fun when I'm traveling, I wanted to make this issue 
about that. We talked to our writers here at PLAYBOY to come up with some 
of their most interesting travel stories and I must say that they've gone above 
and beyond what they were asked to do. Regina Layug-Rosero along with 
Niki Yarte share their misadventures from their trip up north. Our own jet¬ 
setting Playmate Echo Caceres also volunteered her own article straight 
from her travels in Thailand. Contributor Alice Sarmiento also shared her own 
experiences with couch surfing. 

This month, we also announce the finalists for our 2010 Playmate of the Year! 
Congratulations to Echo, Sky, Rhea and Joyce. In the next couple of months 
we'll be announcing how you can help us choose the 2010 PMOY so stay tuned. 
For our April playmate, we have Jobie Quinn, a lady who's been working for us 
here at PLAYBOY Philippines for the past few years. Congratulations Jobie for 
finally joining the ranks of our esteemed playmates! 

Once again, we are very grateful for your continued support of our magazine. 
We'd like to think that we're just getting started. We hope you'll be with us for 
the next three years and beyond. 








The PLAYBOY Staff 

TOP(Left- Right): Jeffrey Infante, Novie Lappay, Santiago Olaguera, Ryan Alilio, Jean Villamor, Desiree Fernandez, 
Lailane Abejo, AN Guijaro,Joser Dumbrique 

BOTTOM(Left-Right): Maribel Miranda, Jaymee Anne Cabrera, Mary Anne Ambrocio, Carljufethel Raton 






















^PLAYLIST 

MUSIC ■ MOVIES ■ TECH ■ LIFESTYLE 

PLAYLIST offers what every PLAYBOY reader wants- 
relevamt reviews and informative lifestyle news. You, as 























































Metal and hardcore have been combined to various 
degrees of effectiveness ever since the 80’s. These two 
genres haven’t been fused as effectively however as they 
have been over the past decade. In fact, people have 
been so good at incorporating one into the other that 
there’s barely any distinction between the two genres 
anymore. No other band embodies this formula locally 
as much as Arcadia. Their debut album, Parallels has 
all the elements you’d expect from a metalcore release: 
galloping drumbeats, soaring two-part guitar harmonies, 
gut wrenching vocals and the requisite crushing palm- 
muted breakdowns. The band isn’t reinventing the wheel 
by any means but any fan of heavy and aggressive music 
shouldn’t miss this release. 


GUTTER RAINBOWS 

TALIB KWELI 

“You aint’t got a verse better than my worst one,” brags Talib 
Kweli on “Palookas”, the third tack off of his fourth album, 
Gutter Rainbows. It’s a huge boast, but the Brooklyn-based 
rapper has the skills and the back-catalogue to prove it. Talib 
Kweli plays to his strengths on Gutter Rainbows. Featuring 
14 tracks produced by 13 different underground producers, 
Gutter Rainbows finds Kweli rapping over the most diverse 
set of beats that he’s ever had to rap over. Needless to say, 
he shines over each one of them, proving once again why he 
belongs in the upper echelon of MC’s in modern hip-hop. 



THE KING OF LIMBS 

RADIOHEAD 


Radiohead could do anything and people would still 
love them. Take “Lotus Flower”, for example. The 
first video from the The King of Limbs shows Thom 
Yorke dancing inanely throughout the duration of 
the video and people still thought it was genius! 
Whether you like them or not, you can’t argue that 
the band has always released compelling material. 
The new album is no different. Though The King 
of Limbs is not the easiest album to get into - it 
has even less guitars than In Rainbows and is just 
as weird and abstract as Kid A and Amnesiac in 
some parts - it’s an absolute joy to listen to once 
you get of the album’s twists and turns. The only 
problem with this album is that it’s way too short. 
It’s the shortest Radiohead album yet, clocking in 
at a little bit less than 40 minutes. 
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HALLPASS 

GOOD FOR ONE WEEK OFF MARRIAGE 



HALL PASS 

Owen Wilson, Jason Sudeikis 

After a four-year hiatus from making movies, (the last being 2007’s The 
Heartbreak Kid) The Farelly Brothers are back with their newest flick, Hall 
Pass. Owen Wilson and Jason Sudeikis star as Rick and Fred, two best friends 
who have a lot in common, one of them being marriages that have lasted for 
years. With the long-term complacency of a secure partnership, their wives, 
Maggie and Grace (played by Jenna Wilson and Christina Applegate), show 
signs of restlessness at home. With hopes to renew the spark in their respective 
relationships, the women go on a bold approach by giving their husbands “hall 
passes” that allow the boys to do whatever they want without consequences for 
one whole week. Suddenly feeling like bachelors once more, the best friends 
discover that their expectations from living a single life are far out of sync with 
reality. Just remember to watch this movie with your guy friends so you can 
have lots of laughs as Wilson and Sudeikis tear up classic comedy by reliving 
their bachelor moments. 


THOR 

Chris Hemsworth, Natalie Portman 

Based on the Marvel comic created and published by Stan Lee in 1962, Thor 
tells the story of a powerful and arrogant warrior god whose disobedience 
ignites an ancient war. Because of his insubordination, Thor, played by 
Chris Hemsworth, is cast out from Asgard and sent to live among humans 
as a punishment. While on Earth, the main character learns what it means to 
be a true hero when the most dangerous villain from Asgard sends his men 
to invade the planet. With an all-star cast that includes Natalie Portman, 
Anthony Hopkins, Rene Russo and Samuel L. Jackson, Thor promises to 
wow both comic book geeks and fans of the Marvel movie franchise who 
are waiting for the next movie adaptation of their childhood favorites. 


ADAM SANDLER JENNIFER ANISTON 

JustGoWithlt 




JUST GO WITH IT 

Adam Sandler, Jennifer Aniston 

Adam Sandler is Danny Maccabbe, a 
successful plastic surgeon who follows 
quite a different approach when it comes to 
meeting women. His womanizing ways find 
success through gaining female sympathy 
by pretending to be stuck in an unhappy 
marriage. But when Danny finally meets 
math teacher Palmer (played by Brooklyn Decker), everything changes. Now keen on settling with Palmer, his old ways 
haunt him as she soon discovers a wedding band in Danny’s pocket. To cover up his mess, Danny asks help from his office 
manager Katherine (played by Jennifer Aniston) to pretend to be his ex-wife. Danny’s old ways continue to backfire as even 
Katherine’s two children become involved. A loose remake of 1969’s Cactus Flower which starred Walter Matthau, Ingrid 
Bergman and Goldie Hawn, Just Go With It is directed by Dennis Dugan and also stars singer-songwriter Dave Matthews 
and the glamorous Nicole Kidman. 
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Nikon D7000 

For those looking for a Nikon fix but don’t want to throw in a lot of 
cash for the higher models, the Nikon D7000 might be the perfect 
balance between price and performance. 

With logically placed controls and a superior viewfinder system, 
the design seems to be really built around the idea of maximizing 
the 16.2 megapixel engine. Heck, it even has 24fps 1080p HD video 
capability. And to handle that, it has two SDXC-compatible memory 
card slots, which can be configured to work as backups, data overflow 
catchers, or even to have each card have different file formats for one 
photo. And while some would say that a 9-point autofocus system is 
enough, Nikon goes for gold with a 39-point mode? 

Really, the only bad thing about the D7000 is that it does not 
have the full 1080/3Op video mode. While the prices may vary, you 
probably somewhere along P5 0,000 to give this DSLR the proper flash 
and lens treatment, complete with camera bag and filters. And yes, we’re not talking about light sensitivity and speed, 
simply because this DSLR can handle that as a matter of course - just like many Nikon products, the D7000 is at the 
very least reliable, and at its best, they are game-changers in the field. 


Sandisk Sansa Clip 

Carrying your iGadget around isn’t always a good idea, as it’s a perfect 
target for theft, and, let’s be honest, touch screens really aren’t meant 
for rough use. This is where Sandisk’s Sansa Clip comes to the fore. It’s 
fits snugly into your palm, and it has a variety of optional versions, that 
range from 2 GB to 8 GB, with or without radio, and, best of all, some 
versions have microSD card slots installed. And with 15 hours of battery 
life to charge up what can be potentially 24 GB of music for just around 
$100, this survivor of the mp3 wars is the best example of how much 
value you can pack into the smallest size. 

Of course, the controls and the rather small screen will be a challenge 
to use, but the fact that you can use Windows Media Player to load songs 
into it is a huge plus. A good suggestion, however, is to pair it with a good 
set of headphones - preferably either in-ear types or larger low-noise 
headphones. It’s perfect for people who need a small backup player, an 
athletics rhythm partner or a low-cost mp3 player. 






















For years, Marvel vs. Capcom 2 has been the king of all fighting games. With a unique system 
that allowed you to tag in any of your three chosen players and a cast of characters that 
included some of the best characters from both franchises, the game has been a favorite in 
the various competitive fighting game tournaments that have sprung up over the last decade. 
For some reason however, the franchise hasn't received another sequel until now. 


After 11 years of waiting, Marvel vs. Capcom 3 has finally been released and it's probably 
just as good. Some will even say that it's probably better. A true sequel to the series, MvC3 
contains the same three-player dynamic as well as the hyper and team combos that made the 
original such a joy to play. It also features 36 playable characters - 18 from each franchise - 
and two more that you can download from the Internet. Classic characters like Ryu, Captain 
America, Wolverine and Akuma are all there including some interesting additions like Arthur 
from Ghouls n' Ghosts and Phoenix from Marvel's X-Men franchise. 


M Marvel vs. Capcom 3 

Playstation 3, Xbox 360 


While fighting games were the most popular video game genre back in the 
90's, the earlier part of the decade saw the genre's dominance wane in favor 
of the first-person shooter. Thanks mostly in part to the Internet and the 
ability for multiple players to participate, the first person shooter has been 
so dominant that it has almost saturated the market with games that can sometimes be 
indistinguishable from each other. 


Bulletstorm 

Playstation 3, Xbox 360 


Enter Bulletstorm, another first-person shooter that’s able to make the almost 
impossible task of standing out in a sea of almost identical games. Quite frankly, 
Bulletstorm is one of the most enjoyable FPS games to come out in recent memory, 
mostly through its special 'Skill Shot' system. To put it simply, the system rewards players 
for the creative ways in which they kill their enemies, some of which involves shooting 
players in the genital area. The more points you earn, the more special shots you can 
unlock to use in the game. 


Bulletstorm has a single player campaign mode with a fairly decent storyline. In the 
campaign mode, you play a mercenary named Grayson Hunt. You find out that the general 
that hired you have been using you to murder innocent people for his own purposes. 
Once you get the hang of the game though, it's the multi-player mode wherein the game 
truly shines. With all of the combinations of skill shots that you can acquire throughout 
the game, you'll definitely never run out of new tricks to kill your friends with. 


With its foul language and extreme violence, Bulletstorm is a game that's definitely 
not for the younger set. This shouldn't be a problem if you're holding this magazine in 
your hands though. 


There are of course some differences in game play that could take some getting used to. 
For one, there's the fact that the basic attack buttons were simplified to just three. A new 
exchange button allows the players to throw characters in the air to set them up for other 
combos but it'll just be a matter of time before old players get used to it. 


It took a while but Marvel vs. Capcom 3 was definitely worth the wait! Fighting game fans 
rejoice! 
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CASE TO CASE BASIS 

The iPhone 4 is a pretty awesome gadget but it does have its limitations. You can’t, for example, drop your iPhone 
on hard concrete from a height of six-feet and expect it to still function properly. You also can’t play Angry Birds or 
tweet when you’re walking without an umbrella in the middle of a raging storm. If you are one of the very few iPhone 
owners out there who have always wanted to do those things - or if you’re just one of those outdoorsy types who 
always wanted to bring their iPhones with them on their adventures - then Griffin technologies has exactly what you 
need. The Survivor Extreme Duty Case is made of a polycarbonate frame that’s made to resist dirt, sand, wind, rain, 
vibration and any environmental condition that you could ever think of exposing your iPhone 4 to. This heavy-duty 
case comes in black, grey, white and pink. 


CONVENIENCE IN ONE PACKAGE 


Metro Manila is a pretty crowded place. There were 11,553,427 people 
in the metro during the 2007 census and it’s pretty safe to say that there 
are more people living in the city now. One need not look further than 
the rising costs - and corresponding shrinking sizes - of living spaces 
in the city as proof of this phenomenon. For those of you concerned 
specifically with smaller bathroom sizes, Design Odyssey Ltd. of the 
United Kingdom has the answer. The Vertebrae Compact Bathroom is 
the Swiss Army knife of bathrooms; with everything you need - from 
showers, sink, storage areas and toilet- stacked conveniently on top of 
each other. With a price tag of almost half a million pesos though you 
might be better off finding a flat with a bigger bathroom. 




A TRIP UNDER THE SEA 


If you’ve always wanted to witness the beauty of the ocean without having 
to go into the open water then Korean company Raonhaje has exactly what 
you need. The EGO is what they’d like to call a semi-submarine. It has two 
floating hulls on its side with decks big enough to allow you to sunbathe, 
fish or throw bodies in the water if you’re a vigilante serial 
killer like Dexter Morgan. The interesting thing about the 
EGO is that it’s transparent cabin is located below the water 
so you can get up close and personal with all those creatures 
that lurk in the deep. Unlike a real submarine though, the 
EGO can’t dive - thus the ‘semi’ prefix in front of submarine 
- so you’ll have to shell out a bit more to fulfill any dreams 
you had of searching for giant squid or finding the resting 
place of Cthulhu. 
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“Areyou shaken or stirred. 
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The Playboy Advisor 


I’m now on my thirties and embarrass¬ 
ingly enough, I haven’t been anywhere 
outside Manila. I was born in Manila, we 
don’t have a province and the farthest 
I’ve been from Manila was Batangas. 
Where do you suggest I start travelling? 

Have you heard of the Plunge? IPs an 
adventure you take in Bohol in a place 
called Danao Adventure Park. The trip is 
basically about getting close with nature 
and quenching your thirst for adrenalin 
rush -seeing that you need it badly. The 
Plunge is the only Canyon Swing in the 
Philippines and is considered the main 
attraction in Danao Adventure Park. 
IPs a 50 meter free fall from a 200-me- 
ter high cliff. This is the best way to kick 
things off. 


Can you wear white socks with black 
shoes? 

Always always match your socks with 
the color of your pants, never with your 
shoes. White socks are for sports. Keep 
your white socks close to your workout 
clothes and take them far away from 
your dress-wardrobe. For dress shoes, 
dress socks are always the way to go. The 
reason for this is that athletic socks are 
bulkier than dress socks. Again, match 
your socks with your pants, not with 
your shoes. On the other hand, socks that 
don’t match your pants will break up an 
otherwise awesome ensemble. 


My girlfriend says she hates it when I 
give her handwritten letters. She prefers 
that I text her rather than give messages 
inked on paper. Should I stop it with the 
love letters and go with her suggestion 
instead? 

Judging by your concern, you must be 
one of those hopeless romantics. There’s 
nothing wrong with being a little dramat¬ 
ic with your ways of showing you care 
for someone, just as long as you don’t 
strangle your partner with so much af¬ 
fection, in this case giving her too many 
love letters. With how advanced we are 
nowadays, texting shows a downfall in 
spelling proficiency. The messed up men¬ 
tality on texting gave birth to “jejemons.” 
I would assume you’ve heard about such 
group of people who’s changed almost 


every word in the dictionary and have 
transformed okay to owkeiz. We encour¬ 
age you to continue being the hopeless 
romantic that you are but try to tone it 
down. And if you should consider the tex¬ 
ting more appealing to your relationship, 
it wouldn’t hurt to type in the words in 
their correct spelling. Try to not be one of 
them jejemons. 


Is it manly for us to shave or wax? 

There are a lot of men who shave or 
wax their body hair. Saying that it isn’t 
manly for you to do it is a discriminating 
statement. Gone are the days when gen¬ 
der is still an issue and besides, I think 
it’s safe to say that your concern is also 
hygiene related. Not that we’re saying 


that you have such problems but for a 
general dilemma, some people have foul 
odors when they sweat, more so if they 
have very active pores. Bottom line is, 
you don’t have to conform to any rule 
regarding this. Long as you don’t grow 
boobs and a vagina. 


Something on your mind? The PLAYBOY 
Advisor answers your questions about life, love, 
the pursuit of happiness and most anything 
in between. Tell us who you are and where 
you’re from, and what’s been nagging at you. 
Email us at theadvisor@pbphil.com, and we’ll 
publish the questions we find most interesting. 
PLAYBOY reserves the right to edit material 
for brevity and clarity. The most interesting 
question of the month gets the sender a free 
beer (or equivalent non-alcoholic beverage, 
for you non-drinkers) with the editorial team! 
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HAIL HAIL! HOSPITALITY! 


By Katrina stuart Santiago 


T ourism, I always thought, was the job of 
salespeople: tell the story of your products so well 
that a customer will want a piece of it. Of course 
with tourism, it is nation that we’re selling: land 
and property, seas and skies, natural resources, people. 
And it is people that get the brunt of the good stuff. 
The story of our hospitable nature after all has been 
spun in two directions: hospitality girls and that tourist 
attraction, and our ability as a nation to smile. 

That both are products of our history of foreigners 
coming to this country and defining us - and this 
need not be about the colonial era - is one we’d like to 
forget. 

Yet, every day we are faced with our cities, the 
ones that are congested and ill-planned, the ones that 
endanger people’s lives because it wants to save us all 
from traffic, ones that are vestiges of colonial rule and 
zoning laws and governance. At this point though, it 
seems like the simplest most logical thing really: let 
your people walk your streets, and less people will 
want to use their cars. Keep your own people safe, and 
tourists will surely follow. 

But we don’t follow the rational in this country, and 
that’s a thing we sell about it - about us - as well. 


Three days in Cebu and I realized: what must this 
religiosity look to the foreigner, what must this look to 
someone who only knows of religion as an option? As a 
foreigner to Cebu, I only found myself taking this ride 
through religion: at the Magellan’s Cross, I let a lady 
give me 10 candles that she had held in her hand as 
she danced, sung, prayed in my name to the Sto. Nino. 
I would’ve thought it a raket, were it not clear that 
Cebuanos actually came here to make a wish and pray 
in this manner. 

I would’ve thought it only a chance to take photos, 
falling in line to see the first Sto. Nino that arrived in 
Cebu; but inside the tiny area where only its altar is 
built, I could only pray in as much solemnity as I could 
muster. No foreigner was in that long line outside: this 
must be too strange, too absurd. 

Though the joke might be more on me, the non¬ 
religious Filipino from Manila, who can’t help but pray 
in the face not so much of Cebu’s religious icons, as it is 
in the face of the idea of miracles, of hope and prayer as 
the one that will cancel out impossibility. Those saints 
and virgins must’ve wanted to give me a smirk; maybe 
they will just toy with my prayers for a while, and give 
me not a real man but a toad. 
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When our beachfronts become too expensive for the 
every Pinoy, when foreign tourists are more important 
than the locals, when a majority of us don’t even know 
our own cities, how do we even begin with telling the 
world about this country? How do we even claim this 
nation as ours? 


Maybe that toad is us as well. Tourism in this 
country, while sold through beautiful photos of white 
sand beaches, green hills, perfect volcanoes, really 
is less than what any foreigner enamored with those 
photos will see. And those messy streets and congested 
cities is the least of our problems. 

There is the fact of poverty, one that will always make 
a foreigner think: ah, it’s a third world country after all, 
and for real. It is also the one thing that will make them 
think they can own land in this country, build a hotel or 
bed and breakfast in that far flung undiscovered beach, 
and earn from the Filipinos themselves who cannot own 
much in their own country. 

It is the tragedy isn’t it, of selling tourism in a 
country like ours where corruption easily trumps laws, 
where people will marry for money because there’s no 
choice, and the foreigner we first saw as tourist can 
come and live and literally have a piece of us here. This 
is not to generalize as it is to state a fact. This is not at 
all to simply state a fact, because obviously that last 
bit is replete with so many other things that’s about 
our inability to actually and truly see this country as 
a wonderful tourist destination; that last fact is telling 
of what it is that we fail to consider when we think 
tourism. 

For what of the people’s relationship with this 
space? When our beachfronts become too expensive for 
every Pinoy, when foreign tourists are more important 
than the locals, when a majority of us don’t even know 
our own cities, how do we even begin with telling the 
world about this country? How do we even claim this 
nation as ours? 


And here lies the irony of tourism for us: it is 
capitalism par excellence, one that’s cloaked in the idea 
of profitability for nation. The question is: who owns 
these tourist destinations exactly, and who are they 
earning from? I do not mind paying for domestic travel 
at all, but I’d like to think I deserve to pay less, much 
much less than those foreigners arriving in droves. And 
I deserve it on the level not just of my nationality, but 
because I obviously do not convert fees and charges 
into dollars or euros. 

The price of traveling one’s own country must 
only be equal to minimum wage here, and that price 
is worth it. Allow Filipinos to travel their own country, 
and you’ve got a hospitality that isn’t borne of the old 
school definitions of smiling faces, much less of a rest 
and relaxation industry premised on female bodies 
created by the US Bases in Subic and Pampanga. 

Instead, our hospitality can be premised on things 
that are more real and concrete, because we’ve gone 
around, we’ve seen at least this side of the world we call 
ours. That manang who sells strange vials and religious 
icons outside Quiapo church will know to be expert on 
the history of the Black Nazarene. The taxi driver will 
know to bring tourists to space(s) other than the usual, 
the smaller parishes instead of the bigger churches, the 
galleries versus the museums, and none of the malls 
please, not even that huge monstrosity at the end of 
EDSA. 

We will all know to point out that Puerto Galera 
is congested, but Mindoro is a bigger island of more 
beautiful spaces filled with nothing but peace and 
quiet. We will all know about Boracay but also about 
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HAIL HAIL! HOSPITALITY! 



the quieter beaches of Bohol, we will know to tell the 
world about the latter without sacrificing its natural 
creatures and features. We will know of the history of 
Pamilacan as the wonderfully tragic space between the 
past industry of whaling and the current one of whale 
watching. 

It will mean we will know to talk to a foreigner, 
about rules that govern going around this country; it will 
mean knowing to deal with them as locals who insist on 
these rules, who are not wont to be timid in the face of 
a language barrier. Let me not begin about Koreans who 
poked the Tarsiers and took flash photography after 
explicitly being told not to in Bohol. 

As such it will mean hospitality that is no flimsy 
excuse for selling a nation in the name of tourism. 
Instead it will mean a nation that is prepared for the 
arrival of tourists, from clean toilets and well-lit airports, 
from safe streets and even safer buses. Instead we will 
know what we speak of when we say that there are 
cheaper accommodations for these beautiful beaches 
in pictures; we know what we’re talking about when 
we bring them to the lesser known restaurants with 
fantastic food; we won’t need to dream about those 
beaches because we’ve been there before, or at least we 
might be able to go there soon. 


WHY THE FORUM MATTERS 

First appearing in the US edition’s July 1963 issue, PLAYBOY Forum is a section that has always been about openness and interactivity, 
and fostering an impassioned back-and-forth discussion with our readers. From the start it has served as a colloquium between editors 
and readers on matters of freedom of speech and sexual rights (for more on this, see the Forum in our December 2008 issue). Today, 
the Forum serves as the policy nexus for the magazine, hitting upon a wide range of topics and considerations, and as a place to 
highlight the intersection of the PLAYBOY Philosophy (also explored in our December issue) with the nuts and bolts of the world around 
us. We welcome all who wish to have their opinions on the Forum topic of the month published to send their thoughts to playboy@pbphil. 
com with the subject “FORUM.” 


Right here, it seems like a dream. At the same time, 
it should be the one thing that’s easiest to fulfill: all it 
takes is that we insist that there be local tourist prices 
for everything, since these services can earn double 
(triple? quadruple? given the low value of the peso) on 
foreign tourists. 

It’s done everywhere in the world, it’s about time 
we do it here. 

Our old school hospitality always meant being 
willing to have that foreign guest sleep on our bed as 
we slept on the floor, or serving him the best food we’d 
reserve for special occasions. The new kind of Filipino 
hospitality will not only mean a more knowledgeable 
sense of this country because we’ve been around 
ourselves, it will mean charging that guest for using our 
bed - or at least having enough to built another bed 
for him. 

And in this kind of hospitality, a paid Filipino 
woman’s body in that bed with him is not an option. 

□ 
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by Regina Layug-Rosero and Niki Yarte 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY ONEAL RoSERQ 


Strange things happen, odd things are said, and frightening 
things are seen when six friends get together on a road trip 
to Pagudpud. It’s like the premise of some teen movie, except 
se outlandish things really happened and weren’t the 
product of some stoned scriptwriter’s imagination. 



Six friends hop in a car and drive north. No, this isn’t 
the beginning of a crass joke. It’s the beginning of a bizarre 
adventure. 

On THE niGHT BUS 

We were supposed to converge by 9PM—JR said he “wanted 
to go over our route” with Marc, whose car we were taking. 
Come 10PM, JR is still missing. It’s 11:00 when he arrives. “I 
fell asleep! I’m sorry!” he says sheepishly. 

An hour later, we’re speeding north on EDSA. JR is at the 
wheel, marveling at the joys of an automatic gear shift. 

We make it to the NLEX, and Marc is getting nervous at JR’s 
driving. In the passenger seat, Neil is navigating using God- 
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knows-how-many gadgets via GPS, and an actual, physical 
map! We couldn’t possibly get lost. 

It’s now 1AM. You’d be surprised how comfortable four 
people can be in the back seat of a Honda City. So comfortable, 
in fact, that the next thing we know, we’re in Tarlac for a 
McDonald’s pit stop. Our drivers and navigators are mulling 
over our path towards Ilocos. Some of us hate McDonald’s, 
but the designated driver needs the junk to stay alert. Oh 
wait, the designated driver is JR, and he’s been asleep all day. 
He’ll be fine. 

Despite the gadgets and paper maps, we end up getting 
lost in Tarlac. We’re trying to find the highway, but instead 
we find a dead end: a cemetery. We retrace our route, and 
several white dogs cross our path. Someone quips that it’s a 
good omen. “Maybe they’re the opposite of black cats, which 
are bad luck. Right? Right?” We groan in protest. 

Still, it seems to work. The GPS says we’re on the right 
road at last, and the signs on the road correspond with the 
towns on the map. JR drives on while Neil guides him, and in 
the back we drift off to sleep one by one. 

iLOCOS SUR 

A few hours later, we start waking 
and see daylight peeking over 
some mountains, shining its sleepy 
light over a river trickling between 
the peaks. To our left is the sea, 
splashing against rock and sand 
not far below the road. It’s oddly 
satisfying to look up and see no 
giant billboards, no skinny models 
parading in little clothing, no 
politicians promoting some weight 
loss or skin health center. There 
was just the early morning sky above and the silent road 
undulating ahead. 

At 6:00AM, we’re nearing Vigan. We agree on a stopover 
at Marsha’s Delicacies for food; J insists they have “the best 
stopover comfort room ever.” The men later feel cheated; the 
little boys’ room is nothing out of the ordinary. 

Marsha’s bibingka has the texture of cassava cake for 
some reason. Or maybe it’s the morning air. Regardless, they 
serve nothing that’s substantial enough for breakfast, so we 
drive on to the cobblestone streets of Vigan. 

You probably know what Vigan looks like, even if you’ve 
never been there. It’s one of the most photographed locations 
in the country, and we add to that vast collection with our 
own arsenal of cameras: one DSLR, a couple of point-and- 
shoots, a bridge camera and a camcorder. We pretty much 
shoot everything in sight. 


Regretfully, it’s 6:30 and nothing’s open. We’re all hungry, 
and the city’s still fast asleep. J decides she’s too hungry for 
sightseeing, and asks some guys on a street corner where we 
can eat. We’re in luck: they’re willing to give us a tour of Vigan 
for PI 50 an hour, on their calesasl And we can stop as soon as 
we find a place to have breakfast. Already, Vigan is awesome. 
It takes two calesas to get all of us moving. 

Say your prayers in the gar- 

DEn OF GOOD AMD EViL 

When you say ‘Vigan,’ you think ‘ longganisa ,’ So when we 
find an open carinderia, that’s what we all order. Except 
for Nicholas, who doesn’t realize Vigan is the place to have 
longganisa. 

Our calesa tour takes us to the Bantay Church and Bell 
Tower. The church is nothing special, but the bell tower is 
spectacular in its eroded glory. It reigns from atop a hill, 
imperial yet strangely inviting. A sense of curiosity tugs at 
you as you go closer. The groundskeepers offer guided tours 
of the bell tower for a small donation, leaving the amount to 
your discretion. 

Our guide tells us the tower was built in the 1500s. Once 
inside the tower, the first thing you 
realize is that it’s pretty high. The 
windows were built wide and tall 
enough so that a person can stand 
on them and jump—or fall—to 
their death. Some of us are pretty 
acrophobic, and looking out of 
those windows is something of a 
challenge. Still, the view is fantastic: 
rolling mountains not far off on 
one side, the entire city sprawled 
out on another, the clear blue sky 
overhead. It takes your breath away, 
if the height doesn’t first. 

It’s funny how calesas can be so relaxing. You find yourself 
lulled by the constant rhythm of the flippity-flip-flopping 
hooves. If you’re seated beside the driver, up front, you could 
fall overboard. 

The overnight drive was probably no help, as Neil has to 
grab hold of the calesa’s canopy to make sure he doesn’t fall 
to the road. Marc has to yell at J and JR in the other calesa 
to keep Nicholas from falling onto the horse’s ass. Then he 
turns around and pulls Jean back from the window—she was 
leaning halfway out of the calesa in her slumber. 

It is like this all the way to our next stop, the Hidden 
Gardens. The road is so quiet and empty, and there are no 
cars or shops: just houses and horses, and the occasional 
kalabaw. Who wouldn’t fall asleep? 
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Barely conscious, we manage to arrive 
at the gardens (not so hidden after all) 
complete; despite our best efforts, none 
of us fell overboard. In we walk, and a wall 
in the shop displays pictures of various 
celebrities who have visited the place. 
“Who’s that?” Nicholas says, pointing to a 
picture of Nonito Donaire. J is flabbergasted 
and walks away. 



We’re not really garden people. How 
many people do you know are into 
horticulture? The legal, non-addictive kind, 
at least. There’s not much to see here, and 
we wonder why it’s part of the tour. Then 
someone remembers that our drivers are 
wearing Hidden Garden t-shirts. Maybe we 
would have noticed that if we weren’t so damn sleepy. There’s 
a small aviary with some talking birds, and somebody cracks 
a joke about starting an argument with one. 


Dead presideiits 


gutom kasi sila,” Jean apologizes. “Siguro 
ang darning gumagawa nun dito ‘no? 1 
The potter nods and laughs. 

But apparently JR isn’t done. No, he 
has to walk behind the poor potter—we 
call him Harry—and try to spoon the poor 
man. Even Harry can’t help but laugh 
as JR tries to hug him, and the cameras 
click away. “ Siguro yan, wala masyadong 
gumagawa niyan sa yo, ‘no, manong ? 1 ’ 
Jean laughs now. Helpless to do anything, 
Harry can only laugh as he tries not to 
ruin his yet-unformed clay vase. 


Patrick Swayze seiids His re¬ 
gards 


The calesa drivers ask what we want to do next. We agree on 
the Syquia Mansion, once home to President Elpidio Quirino. 
We’re not really sure what’s there, but we’re curious, and the 
words ‘mansion’ and ‘president’ pique our curiosity. 


“Saan tayo ngayon, manong?' we ask the drivers. They mut¬ 
ter some incomprehensible name, and all we can catch is 
‘souvenirs.’ What kind of tourists would we be if we didn’t 
squander our money on souvenirs? 

Our calesas bring us to a pottery barn, literally. Prior 
research would’ve told us that Vigan is also known for some 
superb pottery, but no, some of us only discover this upon 
arrival. So if you say ‘pottery,’ someone is bound to say Ghost. 
Jean says to Neil, “Oh good Lord, I wonder how many tourists 
come here every year and crack a Ghost joke?” 

The timing is perfect. No director or comic actor 
could have had better timing. The words are barely 
out of Jean’s mouth when JR walks in, sees the potter 
sitting at the wheel, and sings “Unchained Melody”. 

We bow our heads in shame and scold JR for being such a 
predictable tourist. Not 5 seconds later, Nicholas walks in and 
does the exact same thing. “ Manong, pasensiya na ha? Mga 



What’s interesting about Vigan is that everything is old, or 
made to look old. Museums and stately houses sit sandwiched 
between souvenir shops and office buildings, inconspicuous 
and unpretentious. But for the small, unadorned sign outside, 
one wouldn’t think the Syquia Mansion any more special than 
all the other houses in Vigan. 

We pay the calesa drivers and they leave us to knock on 
the large wooden doors. It’s getting pretty late in the morning, 
and the sun is shining on the door, which remains close. Jean 
and Neil knock and call out a few more times before Rusty 
finally deigns to open the door. 

Ah, Rusty. Or was it Resty? Or Ronnie? JR calls him ‘Artee 
the Atribidang Tour Guide.’ Nicholas gets rather bewildered 
when Rusty haughtily asks him to stop recording the tour on 
his video camera. 

Rusty is the mansion’s caretaker, and he proudly tells 
us that for four generations his family has been serving the 
Syquia clan. Clad in a sando and loose shorts, his gray hair 
hangs limp on his brown, lined face, his arms seemingly frail 
beneath leathery skin. But for all the age in his appearance, 
his voice is strong and heavily laden with condescension: after 
all, who are we but dusty Manilenos, come to stride through 
his clean and stately house? 

With the air of one used to command, he gives us strict 
instructions before the tour begins. No picture-taking during 
the tour (“He didn’t say anything about videos!” Nicholas 
complains), only after. Do not wander off. Do not touch 
anything. We bow to his authority, and we follow him around 
like high school students on a field trip led by a maestra. 
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The tour begins. A huge portrait of President Elpidio 
Quirino hangs on one wall. Rusty explains that this mansion 
was his home, but it was not his property. It was a gift from 
his in-laws upon his marriage to one of the Syquia daughters. 
The way Rusty tells the story, Elpidio wasn’t worth much: son 
of the local warden, he was born in jail, as if he were at fault 
from the moment of his birth. Then he manages to get himself 
some learning, win some elections, and next thing you know, 
he’s a congressman and he marries the daughter of the richest 
family in town. And this mansion is theirs, merely a gift to the 
man who would be president. 

Words like ‘opulent’ and ‘extravagant’ come to mind as we 
are taken from room to room in this ‘Malacanang of the North.’ 
We are brought to the first living room. Here the master of 
the house can peep from his bedroom before he decides how 
important his guests are. Rusty makes a crack about how these 
peepholes were the CCTV cameras of the olden times. If you 
were an important guest, you would be shown into the grand 
living room, with furniture and decor from all over Europe. If 
you weren’t worth much, the master would see you right there 
in the first living room, where you sat on wooden furniture 
made locally. 

Though the first living room was for not-so-important 
guests, it was deemed worthy enough to hold one of the 
Syquia family’s prized possessions: a vase from the Ming 
Dynasty, supposedly a gift from the last emperor of China. 
Rusty carefully lifts the vase to show us the emperor’s seal 
underneath. 


It’s here that we’re joined by a Flipino woman and her 
Caucasian husband. It’s at this point that Rusty decides to 
show off his linguistic skills. “ Itong vase na ito ay regalo ng 
emperor ng China sa Syquia family. This vase was a gift from 
the emperor of China to the Syquia family. Ito ay purong ginto. 
This is made of pure gold. Malalaman mo na tunay ito dahil 
sa seal ng emperor sa Halim. You will know it is aw-thentic 
because there is a seal of the emperor. Bawal kuhanan ng 
picture. No picture-taking.” This goes on for the entire tour, 
and we all have to work hard to suppress our laughter and to 
keep from mimicking him. 

Rusty shows us the mansion’s other sights: the master’s 
bedroom and its four-poster bed with no nails; the dining 
area and the hand-operated fans hanging from the ceiling; the 
china used by Ferdinand Marcos when he visited the mansion; 
the children’s bedrooms with hidden doors that lead to 


other rooms. He even jokes that the 
old Spanish houses were doing this 
before Harry Potter came along. J and 
JR, fans of the Boy Who Lived, scoff. 
This before J makes some snooty 
comments about Rusty’s faulty 
knowledge of art history. 


We are led downstairs, through 
the stable, past the well, until we 
get to the garage and find quite a 
prize: the Chrysler Imperial. Used by 
Quirino and brought to Malacanang, 
it was abused when mobs invaded the 
palace during the EDSA revolution. 

Rusty claims it would cost about 
Php 1 million to restore it to working 
order. We ooh and aah appropriately 
until we are beckoned back into the 
house, where we are finally allowed 
to wander about on our own and 
take photos. Thank you, Rusty. He 
charges us each a Php 20 donation as 
we exit. 

On THE ROAD* AnD 
LOST* AGAin* 

We manage to find the car again, and 

find our way to Calle Crisologo for lunch. Vigan is probably the 
best place to try bagnet for the first time. Most of us gush over 
its crispy, cholesterol-laden goodness, but Nicholas blurts out, 
“It really doesn’t taste any different from liempo” 

Full and content, we bid Vigan goodbye and head off. Our 
ultimate destination is close to the northernmost tip of the 
country, so we still have a long drive ahead of us. And yet, 
despite all our navigation tools, we find ourselves lost. 

Getting off-track is part of the road trip experience. We 
were supposed to be making our way to another town, but 
instead we find ourselves in the town of Badoc. We halt to 
ask for directions, and drive past what looks like an Imposing 
Structure. We take a turn around it, and there’s the sign: 
“Welcome Juan Luna Shrine.” 

Brick red walls rise from a well-kept lawn, and a monument 
of the painter stands surrounded by giant tarps printed with 
his work, including the Spoliarium. A caretaker invites us in 
and asks us to sign a guestbook. Quite unlike Rusty, he lets us 
roam around and take photos without prejudice. A donation 
box stands in the hallway, a testament to the sad state of 
historical conservation in this country. Give what you can, 
because the government won’t give us much. 

The caretaker follows us from a polite distance, now and 
then pointing out this or that artifact. We ask a few questions 
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about Luna, like: hey didn’t he murder his wife? It was an 
accident, he says; she was on the other side of the door, and 
he didn’t know he had shot her. The version we heard before 
was that he killed her—and her mother—in a fit of jealousy. 

The original house, where Luna was born and raised, fell 
apart decades ago, and it was First Lady Imelda Marcos who 
spearheaded the reconstruction effort in the ‘70s. Say what 
you will about her Edifice Complex, but some of her projects 
are still doing pretty good work today. The current structure 
copied the layout of the original house. Some recreations of 
Luna’s paintings hang on the walls, and his tools, materials, 
and even clothing are on display. “This is a most happy 
accident,” many of us agree. 

Lock, stock ahd*** yeah* 

We finally reach Batac, Ilocos Norte, birthplace and current 
resting place of President Ferdinand Marcos. Gripped by a 
morbid fascination, we all wanted to see the mausoleum. But, 
as Nicholas wondered, what were we going to do there? Do we 
pray? Going to wakes is awkward enough as it is. How much 
weirder is it to see the corpse of a figure whose legend has 
been the subject of much debate? 

We reach the mausoleum. “Hinihintay na kayo ni apo,” the 
locals say. Everyone knows the region is still quite loyal to the 
Marcos family, and Jean reminds Nicholas to keep his opinion 
of the late dictator to himself while we’re in town. We don’t 
want to get into trouble. 

The mausoleum is closed when we arrive, and we’re told 
the guard is just taking a break. We wander through the small 
museum next door. There isn’t much to see: a few pictures, 
medals, some mementos, his desk from Malacanang. When we 
exit, the guard is still absent. J points out a sign that forbids 
cameras and other heavy objects in the mausoleum, so we 
head back to the car to drop off all our stuff. Still the guard is 
nowhere to be seen. 

Tired and sleepy, we rest on the benches facing the 
mausoleum doors. Then we hear it. 

Bang. 

The sound comes from nearby, and we hear a whimpering. 
Jean thinks it’s an injured dog. A group of two women and 
small children had arrived just before the commotion, and 
one of them takes a peek. 

Bang. Bang. 

We don’t know what the women see, but they run away 
hurriedly, holding the children tight. Marc and JR are inside 
the museum. Neil grabs the girls and calls the guys, and off we 
run as we realize that what we heard were gun shots. 

So much for staying out of trouble. 


We stand on the street corner and see a woman running, 
calling for help. By now a small crowd has gathered, and 
someone has called the police. Everyone is excited and talking 
fast. J can speak a little Ilocano, but with all the hysteria it’s 
hard to understand what’s happening. All we get is that for 
some reason or another, a man was shot. We heard three shots, 
but someone said there were five, in the leg. It was probably 
not meant to be a kill shot, but a scare tactic. 

JR and Marc get the car, which is parked rather close to the 
scene of the crime, so we can get away. The car pulls up and 
we pile in. There’s nervous laughter and shrieking. Nicholas 
decides that it’s a good time to shoot a video so he can post 
our reactions, live and raw, on YouTube. 

We certainly didn’t expect all this when we left Manila last 
night. 

Bats in the belfry 

We had planned on heading straight to Pagudpud from Batac. 
But J suggests we take a detour, just so we wouldn’t bring the 
bad vibes to the hotel with us. 

Nicholas, for some reason, was obsessed with finding the 
famous sand dunes of Ilocos. He didn’t do much research for 
the trip except for that, and he was so excited about it. The 
sand dunes were supposed to be a long stretch of sparsely 
vegetated area running the length of the Ilocos shoreline. J 
said the sand dunes were everywhere, so there would be no 
rush to find them. 



PLAYBOY 


39 



But instead of sand dunes, we find the Church of Paoay. 
Appropriate, since we want to shake off feelings of fear and 
persecution in a strange town. Jean exclaims at the beauty of 
the moss-covered structure, and we all think it’s abandoned 
and lonely. We all want to take a few pictures, so we all go 
exploring. 

The stone spires jut out of a structure that’s something 
between a dome and a pyramid. Metal sheets form the roof; 
we can only assume the original roof caved in years ago. The 
moss and bare walls remind one of temples in Thailand or 
Burma. It doesn’t look like anything Spanish at all. We walk 
around the entire church and find the entrance, where we 
see that it’s anything but abandoned. In fact, renovations are 
ongoing within, and a cleaning crew is polishing the floor. The 
plaque says it was built in 1593. A bell tower stands beside the 
church, built in 1793. Bats hover here and there, pausing to 
rest in the bell tower. It’s so quiet and peaceful that we almost 
forget the tragedy we overheard but an hour earlier. 

Duiie 

Satisfied that the bad vibes were dead and buried, we go back 
on the road to search for the elusive sand dunes. A few times 
we ask the locals for directions, and helpful road signs point 
the way. Oh, and let’s not forget the numerous gadgets and 
maps at our disposal. But like the mysterious Fremen, the 
sand dunes refuse to reveal themselves. Neil’s GPS says we’re 
practically driving on the Ilocos shoreline, and yet there’s no 
sign of it! 

On we drive, the sand dunes but a hazy dream in the 
horizon. It is a dream that loses focus as we approach 
Laoag, where we stop over briefly for provisions. The sun is 
setting, and it will be dark before we manage to find anything 
resembling a desert. 

Once more it is night, and we are on the road. In the 
countryside, there’s not much to guide you except your 
headlights. If you’re lucky, a full moon will shine on the 


road. Almost ominous, the road is lined with signs that say 
“Accident Prone Area.” Sometimes the road isn’t even paved; 
sometimes only half of it is paved. Sometimes it feels like 
slalom skiing: the car zigzags through an obstacle course of 
road signs saying “Checkpoint” and “Slow Down” and “Sorry 
for the Inconvenience.” It’s interesting to note that there are 
more misspelled road signs in Metro Manila that in Northern 
Luzon. It’s rather pleasant that our amusement should come 
from a dark, quiet road through hills and forests, considering 
the violence of our afternoon. 

At 8:00pm, we are finally in Pagudpud. Still the spirit of 
adventure does not let us rest! There are maybe ten beach 
resorts clumped together, and there are no streetlights, and 
it’s difficult to distinguish between a pothole in the dirt road 
and a deep ditch that will swallow a sedan whole. We can hear 
the waves on the beach and the wind whistling, but we see 
absolutely nothing. Desperate for a hot meal, a shower and 
sleep in an actual bed, we call the resort and they send their 
cook on a scooter to guide us. 

As we collapse into our chairs, we can finally laugh and 
rest and call home, and Tweet and post on Facebook. 

Tomorrow, we will sit on an empty beach, devoid of loud 
music and drunk foreigners, and we will enjoy the raw nature 
of Pagudpud, and this entire journey through cobblestones, 
and bagnet , and gunshots, and old churches, and getting lost 
will have been so worth it. Tomorrow the sky will meet the sea, 
with nothing impeding the horizon, and tall waves will crash 
on the shore. Strong winds will blow the clouds quickly above 
our bare heads, and in the distance will be a welcome sight: 
the array of Ilocos’ famous wind farms, waving from across 
the water. 

Certainly a good tale to tell the folks back home. 

O 
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By Regina Layug- 
Photos by Oneal Rosero 


Travel can suck big time. Flight delays, that annoying 300- 
lb man scratching his belly in the seat next to you, the 
bus that breaks down, misplaced hotel reservations. The 
kids are screaming, and your wife needs to know this very 
minute if you remembered to lock all the doors and close the 
windows. Oh, and don’t forget about motion sickness, and 
the countless other infections you could possibly contract in 
strange lands. 

What was meant to be a soothing balm to your frazzled city 
nerves instead becomes your worst nightmare, and you ask 
the high heavens why you ever left home in the first place. 

The problem isn’t so much the why, but the when. Barring 
serious amnesia or gross excellence at airhead academy, 
you’re probably aware of a few of life’s universal truths. 

Booking a flight—or a hotel—at Christmas is a nightmare. 

Boracay is just Manila, but on an island and with more 
white people. 

The label “tourist destination” is just an excuse to jack up 
the prices. 

Don’t drink the water. 


There’s more, but we’d have to kill you. For now, take our 
hands and our sage advice, and maybe your next trip will 
have you singing at the top of your lungs, dancing all night 
and partying ‘til you can’t remember a thing. 

Oh, and it usually helps to have a Playmate or two around, 
but we’re not making any promises. 

/ just wanna fly 

Flights don’t need to be expensive. Whether you’re flying 
domestic or international, pretty much every airline now has 
a budget carrier, and fare sales practically every month. You 
know the drill: book now, fly later. While we all know this is a 
nefarious scheme by the evil empire of airline companies to 
fill their planes during the off-peak months, the truth is it’s 
been pretty good for local tourism, within the Philippines and 
Southeast Asia. 

This is pretty useful because it gives you time to plan your 
itinerary. You can save up for whatever rollicking fun you 
intend to have; a quick Google search will probably turn up 
curious adventures narrated by an odd blogger or so, and, 
undaunted, you simply have to see for yourself. 

Early booking applies to other means of transport too: 
planes, trains, automobiles. Oh, sorry. In this country, it’s 
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planes, buses andboats. Superferry tragedies notwithstanding, 
a boat ride can be a pretty swell experience, and who knows, 
you might run into a charming lass on deck during your late 
night wanderings. That’s just a suggestion, of course. 

Bus lines like Victory Liner will sell you tickets ahead of your 
trip, and if you plan on traveling during some ridiculously 
busy holiday, like Holy Week, this is a really good option. 
You also get to choose the nice buses that way. You know, 
the ones with the nice air-conditioning and cushy seats and a 
clean bathroom on board. Purchase your ticket on the day of 
your trip and you may end up on the bus that witnessed one 
too many hangovers. 

Whenever / see your smiling face 

Perhaps the most important thing is when you travel. Sure, 
Christmas is an awesome time to be with the whole family, 
or maybe the high school barkada that hasn’t hung out since 
graduation. But remember that everyone else wants to do 
exactly that too, so wherever you want to go, there are already 
hundreds of people there ahead of you. And they’re the 
annoying people you don’t want to be trapped on an island 
with. So, for your peace of mind (and overall mental health), 
avoid traveling at Christmas at all costs! 

Because you’re a sensible PLAYBOY reader, you also know 
better than to hop in the bandwagon and troop to Boracay in 
October. Sembreak to locals is what spring break is to kids 
in those Hollywood movies. Unless you’re intent on partying 
with frat boys and kolehiyalas gone wild, October is a good 
time to stay home too. 

One of the busiest vacation seasons of the year is Holy 
Week. My mother laments the fact that people skip their 
religious obligations and head straight for the beach. It’s 
usually the hottest week of the year, and the official start 
of the summer vacation. And Manila is deserted. This is that 
rare time when EDSA is actually devoid of cars, and the city 
is eerily quiet. Even TV and radio are subdued. Wouldn’t you 
rather stay in Manila? 

Where do broken hearts go? 

When somebody says, “Oh yeah, I just got back from Burma” 
or “The view from the top of Everest is just awesome, man,” 
don’t you wish you’d thought of it first? Don’t you dream of 
setting foot where few have gone before? 

The next time you’re figuring out where to go, take Robert 
Frost’s (and Gene Roddenberry’s) advice, and boldly go 


where few others have gone tourist-y before. Because you’re 
about more than partying on the beach and slipping away 
for meaningful conversation with the giggly blonde from 
some country whose name you can barely pronounce (she’s 
trying to teach you, really). No, you want the meaning of 
life and awe-inspiring nature, or sights you’re friends can’t 
even imagine, and places with strange names and purposes. 
You want to behold that rare creature that only a handful of 
scientists have seen before, and drink from virgin springs. Or 
other virgin... things. 

So maybe you can skip the default vacation destinations 
(let’s face it, Boracay’s had its heyday) and try those far-flung 
places you can only reach by hiking barefoot for two days. 
After that, you can say you’ve discovered a new place and you 
can regale your new lady friend with stories of jungle survival 
a la Bear Grylls. We can’t guarantee you’ll get lucky, but you 
may at least get a second date. 

Everybody's free 

So you’ve done it: you booked your flight months ago, and 
you’ve arrived. Now what? 

Now you get to enjoy all the things your chosen destination 
has to offer, at half-off. Or some other ridiculous discount, like 
a free snorkeling trip to an endangered coral reef. Off-peak 
vacations are fantastic because the locals are dying for some 
business, any business, and here you are, with money to burn. 
A massage? Sure! We’ll throw in a manicure. Parasailing? Okay, 
you can do the marine walk too. How about an island-hopping 
tour? We’ll take you to Manny Pacquiao’s island getaway, and 
maybe you can see Freddie Roach shadow-boxing while the 
Pacman gives him a few pointers (who knows what strange 
things happen when they’re away from the public eye?). 

Hotels often give fantastic freebies during the off-peak 
months. In November 2009 I went to Boracay with some 
friends, and our Station One hotel not only gave us pretty 
swanky accommodations, but also a free one-hour full body 
massage, a candle-lit dinner by the beach, welcome drinks, 
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airport transfers and an island-hopping tour with snorkeling 
and lunch. The following year, we managed to get a good deal 
on the activities we wanted to try: PI,400 per head for para¬ 
sailing and marine walk. Even the hotel staff said it was a 
really good price. 


Some areas are not as aggressively developed for tourism, 
which suits your rugged nature just fine. “Home stays” and 
“transient” lodgings are much cheaper than actual hotels, and 
if you’re lucky, the proprietors are willing to cook meals for 
you so you don’t go far. 

My milkshake brings all the boys to the yard 

There’s some pretty crazy eating in the far-out provinces all 
over this country, and the fearless eater in you won’t back 
down from a challenge issued by Andrew Zimmern himself. 
Animal genitalia, innards, feet—name it, you can eat it! 

Okay, so maybe you’re not as adventurous an epicure as 
you thought you were, but you still need to eat. Traveling 
during the lean months means fewer crowds to jostle through 
when looking for cheap eats, and tempting set meals at the 
fancier places. 

In Boracay, my husband and I managed to find a buffet 
dinner at Station 3 for P300 per head, including a drink. 
Some seafood, like the crabs and the lobsters, weren’t part 
of the buffet, so we picked out a nice fat lobster and had it 
cooked with butter and garlic. The glorious and oh-so-filling 
crustacean only cost us an additional Php500. Imagine how 
much such a dinner would have cost you at the height of the 
summer break. 

In other provinces, you can cut costs even further by going 
to the palengke and buying food there. If you’re staying in 
a house, you can just pay the kitchen to cook food for you. 
Recently we were in Pagudpud with friends: each meal for 6 
people cost only Php 150 for the resort’s kitchen to cook. 




All the lonely people 

All you really wanted was a quiet getaway, far from the 
madding city crowds and the jostling in the malls, far from 
the traffic and the huge billboards, far from your boss, maybe 
even far from the wife and kids. But if you go to some God¬ 
forsaken place and it’s full of overly friendly strangers, then 
you haven’t really gotten away, have you? 

No, what you want is to go to some distant location and be 
alone, and not be bothered. It was this very quality that made 
our recent visit to Pagudpud so idyllic. A morning swim in 
the tempestuous waves brought us into contact with no more 
than 10 people on the beach, and this was late in the morning. 
Even at 7am in November, the sandy Boracay shores are 
already busy with hawkers and joggers. There was a glorious 
nothingness to interfere with invisible birds chirping in the 
distance, the undertow dragging us out into the open sea, and 
coarse sand chafing at our limbs. It was magnificent: there 
was nothing but the sky above and the sea ahead. 

Nobody else was there, and that’s really the best part. 
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illions of motorbikes, tuktuks buzzing 
endlessly around the streets, gigantic 
mega-shopping centers, high-rise buildings, 
heavy traffic, intense heat, and people who 
try their best to speak English. This was my 
experience of “Krung Thep“ the place more commonly 
known as Bangkok. It sounds very intimidating but 
never let your first impressions mislead you. Bangkok 
is extraordinary; even if big cities aren’t your thing, 
Bangkok is certainly worth a visit. You’ll find yourself 
buying from a street side vendor for breakfast, shopping 
at huge market in town for lunch and then wandering 
the grounds of magnificent temples and palaces before 
boating on a canal at sunset. Bangkok offers something 
for everyone. It’s is a great place to start or finish any 
journey to Thailand. 

It’s my first visit to Bangkok and I was luck enough 
to be able to travel for free. Frequent Flyer Agency, a 
company from Sweden invited me to do a photo shoot for 
their website: www.ffagency.com. All expenses were paid, 
including my airfare. I took a roundtrip ticket from Manila 
to Bangkok and it cost about 6,700.00 php. Just a heads 
up if you’re planning to take a similar trip, aside from 
your travel allowance and taxi fare you better prepare 
extra money for the travel tax fee which is 1,620.00 php 
and the international terminal fee of 750.00 php. And oh! 
Don’t forget to smile to get through the Philippines strict 
immigration personnel quicker. You’ll land in Bangkok 
approximately two hours and 45 minutes after leaving 
Manila. One of the best things about the trip that you’ll 
gain an hour in Bangkok since Thailand is an hour behind 
Mania; don’t forget to adjust your watch. 


The moment I stepped out of the plane, I felt warm 
from the people who welcomed me. Everyone smiles at 
you like they know you. They were very helpful, friendly 
and accommodating. There was just one problem -1 could 
not understand them. Good thing I’ve got my POINT IT 
book - a handy book I always bring with me when I travel. 
It’s cute and very smart; everything you need is inside 
it and all you have to do is to point the picture of what 
you want. Besides a POINT IT book, don’t forget to grab 
a map of Bangkok - it’s free and you’ll see them in every 
corner of the airport. Another thing, before you hop into 
the taxi don’t forget to exchange some money. You will 
need to exchange for Thai Baht (THB). When I went to get 
some money they gave me colorful Thai paper bills that 
came in 20 Baht (30 Php), 50 Baht (70 Php), 100 Baht (140 
Php), 500 Baht (700 Php)and 1,000 Baht (1,400 Php) notes 
with some coins in 1 baht (1.5 php), 2 Bath (2.85 Php), 5 
Baht (7Php)and 10 Baht(14Php.) denominations. All notes 
and coins show the current King Bhumibol Adulyadej of 
Thailand. They also gave me some small, copper colored 
coins of 50 and 25, they call it satang or Thai cents. I 
don’t think I will need them but they look really cute and 
they’ll be in my jar of coins when I get home. 

Getting a taxi from the airport is easy. But talking 
to the driver is a different story. They’re really nice but 
you need to have a little patience to understand them. 
If you’re good in sign language then you won’t have a 
problem. I found a pretty good taxi driver, although he 
could not speak to me, he drove me to my hotel safely 
and even though I was only capable of sign language, he 
was patient and really nice. Maybe he thought I was Thai. 
I couldn’t blame him because it’s true that Filipinos look 
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nearly the same as Thai. He tried to speak a little bit of 
English but he just couldn’t pronounce his words so that I 
wasn’t able to understand. The fact that he tried certainly 
made me appreciate his effort and it definitely reassured 
me. I felt really happy to have met this kind of man; I wish 
I could’ve known enough Thai to ask him for his name 
and maybe a discount! 



Playmate Echo driving a tuktuk on the streets of 
Bangkok 


It’s simple to tour around Bangkok. You can take the 
Bangkok Mass Transit System (BTS) Skytrain for a fast ride. 
Buses are everywhere 24/7 and you may rent a motorbike 
for a reasonable cost. If you’re looking to escape the 
traffic from the street then you can try the riverboat. The 
most unique mode of transportation in Thailand is the 
tuktuk - a three-wheeled vehicle that can only be found in 
Bangkok. This is a little different from the three-wheeled 
Philippine tricycles. Although the tuktuk has small wheels, 
it’s artsy and big. I had fun riding the tuktuk ; it’s safe 
and it’s also good for sightseeing because both sides are 
open. Just be careful of one thing, when negotiating with 
tuktuk drivers, make sure he knows the way and place 
you’re going. I had an experience with this driver that 
drove me for about an hour just to bring me to the wrong 
place! These are common things you’ll experience when 
traveling, so don’t stress about it; think of it as part of the 
adventure instead. 

There are thousands of hotel choices in Bangkok 
where you can stay in according to your mood, taste and 
budget. I find that booking a reservation online is the 
most convenient way to assess and compare options. 
Siam@Siam Design Hotel & Spa in Siam, Bangkok is one 
of the best. I stayed in this hotel for couple of nights. 


48 PLAYBOY 








The friendly staff greets every guest with a genuine smile 
and the receptionist was very polite and helpful. My 
room was sophisticated in design with glass walls and 
contemporary furniture. The breakfast buffet was superb, 
with different American, Korean, and Asian influenced 
dishes as well as cakes and dessert. You may check out 
their website at www.siamatsiam.com for room rates and 
discounts. If you want something more upbeat, then you 
should check out Silom Serene a boutique hotel located at 
Silom, Bangkok. I stayed in this hotel for one night and I 
had a great time partying. It’s perfect if you like to stay up 
late and if you want to experience the naughty nightlife in 
Bangkok. Have a look at the night market and go-go bars 
nearby. Just be careful and don’t drink too much. Don’t 
get fooled by the pretty ladies who work at night, you 
might eventually find that the pretty lady you were with 
is actually named Adam. 

One of the things you shouldn’t miss when traveling 
in Bangkok is the riverboat. It was the most exciting 
part of my trip. The river is a thrill; all the passengers 
were frightened by the waves. People screaming because 
they were worried that the boat would sink! I took the 
canal boat- it’s a long tail boat that’s both fast and cheap. 
Normally it takes 5 to 10 minutes for every boat to arrive. 
The ticket is about 10 baht (14 php) to 15 Baht (21 php). 
you can buy it once you’re onboard. The boats run on the 
dirtiest river I’ve ever seen. From across the river you’ll 
see bunch of people ignoring the dirt and heat enjoying 
hot noodles and waffles on a stick. While on the boat I 
looked closely and happened to see a topless chef! He 
had his chef’s hat with his apron on, but was cooking 
without a shirt underneath. I was happy to have ridden 
the canal boat, it allowed met to experience the other side 
of Bangkok. 

I disembarked the boat at Panfa Leelard terminal and 
headed to the Golden Mount, a Buddhist temple. From the 
boat terminal it’s a good 30-minute walk to the temple; the 
walk was worth it because I was able to view all the shops 
carrying woodcarvings and art along the way. If you prefer 
not to walk, it’s easy to catch a taxi, tuktuk or motorbike. 
Once you arrive at the Golden Mount temple, you’ll see 
gravestones with small temples and a massive staircase. 
I counted 300 short steps in all. It’s not a tough climb, as 
the incline is quite gentle and there are numerous spots to 
stop and see something like the frangipani trees that give 
shade and exude their wonderful jasmine-like smell. One 
thing to keep in mind before you make the climb is that 
once you reach the top, there’s an admission charge of 10 
Baht (14php) to enter the building and gain access to the 
rooftop terrace. You’ll need to leave your shoes outside 
and observe silence as you enter the temple. Inside, there 
are hundreds of statues of the Buddha. From the rooftop 
terrace you have a 360-degree view of Bangkok. The golden 
tree bells with heart-like leaves caught my attention. One 



Stairs that go on forever to take visitors and worshipers 
to the main part of the Golden Mount temple 


of the caretakers explained, “It’s for lovers to keep a 
happy relationship.” Lover’s can write their name on the 
heart shaped bell or write their wishes and leave them 
on the tree. It’s a very pretty sound when the wind blows 
and the heart-shaped bells come alive. You’ll also see a 
dragon’s sculpture and plenty of statues of the Buddha. 
If you’re interested, you can take a trip to the souvenir 
shop inside the temple where they have different sizes, 
designs, and types of Buddha figurines along with bells 
and lucky charms. I must say that Thai people pay so 
much respect to Buddha, and much like Filipinos, Thais 
have a strong faith in their creator. 
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After all the bell 
ringing and gong 
hitting, I was hungry. So 
I grabbed my shoes and 
walked to Kao San Road. 
This is the place where 
backpackers go to eat, 
shop for cheap clothes, 
get tattoos and have 
their hair braided on the 
street. I was in search 
for Thailand’s national 
dish; pad thai. It’s stir- 
fried rice noodles, with 
fish sauce, tamarind 
juice, red chili peppers, 
plus any combination 
of bean sprouts, 
shrimp, chicken, or tofu 
garnished with crushed 
peanuts, coriander and 
lime and other juices 
that can be added 
along with other Thai 
condiments. I find it 
convenient, delicious 
and cheap. It’s perfect 
with fresh orange juice. 


Playmate Echo eating pad thai 
with fresh orange juice along 
the street of Kao San Road 


After the souvenir shop, I went on the other side of 
the Temple, and to my surprise, I found big bells that I 
couldn’t resist ringing. You ring the first bell, then the 
second, and carry on until after the last bell when you 
make a wish! I can’t tell you what I wished for but it came 
true! There’s a big gong at the end of the line of bells, 
and like a kid, I struck the gong until I was out of breath. 
I tried to hit is as many times as I could when I almost 
broke the wooden stick. It was really fun It was a great 
way of relieving my stress. 


Bell ringing and gong-hitting at the Golden Mount temple 
to make a wish 
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One of the things I love about Thailand is their street 
food. From dawn to late night, street vendors prepare full 
meals and people from all walks of life enjoy them. I really 
think that experiencing communal eating surrounded 
by traffic and urban life is an essential part of Bangkok 
living. 

I love to eat, and so I went to the top three places to get 
delicious Bangkok street food. My first stop was China¬ 
town. They serve excellent Thai and Thai-Chinese street 
food although the main road gets packed at night. It’s a 
great place to find fresh seafood. My second stop was at 
Thong Lor, the smallest spot on the list. It’s only open 
at night, but if you want to try everything in one place, 
from pad thai to som turn to mango sticky rice then you 
must see Thong Lor. Next, I was off to Victory Monument. 
There were lots of diners stopping for a casual bite to eat 
here .You can get typical noodles and rice dishes, waffles 
on a stick and yummy banana pancakes. This place is one 
of my favorites because I can meet with locals and meet 
new Thai and foreign friends. 

From the fantastic street food trip I decided to go to 
a nicer place where I could sit, relax and rest. Lumpini 
Park, is central Bangkok’s largest green park. Street 
vendors were lined up at the entrance. When I walked 
in I saw a large group of people doing aerobics. Some 
people were jogging, while some others were picnicking, 
and others were just enjoying a good book. A bunch of 
skinny teenagers watching a foreign guy bench press two 



Thai street food vendor cooking my delicious banana 
pancake along the street at Victory Monument 


large truck tires fastened to a bar, like something from 
an episode of the World’s Strongest Man. I enjoyed the 
time I took just hanging around the park and watching 
the different people do their own things. Lumpini Park 
is very spacious and well kept. It’s also hardly crowded 
during the week. There’s an artificial lake and you can 
hire a boat to go paddling (or rather cycling) for a modest 
fee. The park also has a public library with a well-used 
open-air exercise facility, a badminton court and soccer 
field. Lumpini is worth a visit. 
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I left the park just in time for me to catch the sunset. I 
headed to the most amazing roof top bar in town. It’s the 
Vertigo Bar on top of the Banyan Tree Hotel. I should say 
it’s not for those with vertigo - it’s for those who enjoy 
perfect cocktails with a fantastic view of the skyline, or one 
who relaxes while having a sip of cappuccino and taking in 
the 360-degree view. I had excellent food in the restaurant: 
good barbequed seafood, and some delectable dishes such 
grilled sea bass with citrus and cilantro. I heard that they 
offer top-quality steaks as well. I’m not sure which I enjoyed 
more, the fantastic cuisine or the beautiful ambiance. The 
view gave me goosbumps as I looked out across Bangkok. 
It was so silent that high up; I felt like I was on top of the 
world. The staff at Vertigo are all beautiful people and they 



offer a terrific level of service. I would say that Vertigo 
Bar is a nice spot to relax after a tiring day in the crowded 
streets of Bangkok. It’s located at 21/100 South Sathon 
Road in Sathon, Bangkok with telephone number: + 66 2 
679 1200. The bar is open from 5pm to 12midnight. Dress 
to impress because Vertigo’s dress code is strict, shorts 
are not allowed, I saw one of the guest wear a table cloth 
wrapped around her legs because she was in shorts! 

Bangkok is one of the best cities to visit in Asia. Its 
interesting tradition, rich culture and friendly people 
would make you want to come back and explore. The busy 
market, riverboat, temples, tuktuks and naughty nightlife 
make for an unforgettable adventure. Whether you just 
want to relax, shop, or party, Bangkok is the perfect place 
to do all these things. 

I’m now making the list of things to do when I visit 
again: eat Thailand’s insect delicacies like fried cockroach, 
grasshopper and scorpion, shop at the Floating Market, 
and take an elephant ride through a jungle of tigers! The 
traffic and heat, along with the language barrier and many 
other unexpected setbacks are all common things to 
experience when traveling. It may seem uncomforting, but 
the truth is, it makes your trip complete and more exciting. 
I am grateful to have traveled to Bangkok; it is indeed the 
bustling land of smiles. 

o 


Friendly Mr. Thai and I thumbs up to the great adventure I 
had in Bangkok 


52 PLAYBOY 












) 



MOST WANTED 



andie 


chloe 


MOST WANTED DJs, 
Most Wanted Shows 

Catch them all on 


FBS Radio Network 

908 Paragon Plaza, EDSA cor. Reliance St. Mandaluyong City 1500 
Tel. No.: (632)638-2501 Fax No.: (632) 638-2511 


jaypee 



















Photography byJOSER DUMBRIQUE 
Styled by MARK SHANDII BACOLOD 
assisted by CHING DANSECO 
Make Up by YVES G. MARCELO 
HairStyle by CHICHI JAIME 
ecial Thanks to SOUTH FORBES 


his one’s a familiar face. From being a PLAYBOY bunny, it’s taken her three years to finally say yes and claim her 
rightful place as a Playmate. Three long years of pestering her to become a Playmate finally paid off. Seeing that the 
number three’s been very kind to her, we’re adding another three to that lucky streak as she stars for PLAYBOY’S 
third year anniversary. Meet our petite Miss April, JOBIE QUINN. 


24-year old Jobie was a student in Lyceum College. As early as then, opportunities were piling up pretty fast. She managed to 
juggle them all of those together and she eventually graduated with a Mass Communications degree, majoring in Advertising. 
She went from working in an ad agency to working as a cosmetics consultant and to finally being offered the title of PLAYBOY 
bunny. 

Her seemingly snooty appearance matches her personality. With conviction, she shares that she has no regard for her 
parents consent as to what she’s doing. Although she tells them what her plans are, she doesn’t do so to seek approval. “May 
mga desisyon kasi talaga ako na Hindi sila talaga pumapayag. Pero kasi kung feeling ko naman na Hindi naman makakasama 
sa akin, gagawin ko pa din yung gusto ko” she shares. Most may find that arrogant but since she’s had a pretty clean track 
record so far, she’s gained an unusual amount of trust from her parents and Lola. She may not abide by what she’s told to 
do but the decisions she was inclined to doing, so far, were stances they’d surely take pride on. 

When asked if she’s nervous about the shoot she answered straight, without greeting her teeth, “Hindi” The clarity of her 
voice said at all. For Jobie, the weight of trust played a very vital role in convincing her to finally decide that she’s ready to be 
a Playmate. She feels that the three years of trust says a lot on how she’ll do and how she’ll appear on the shoot. She hasn’t 
done it yet but she knows she’ll be well-taken care of. 

Surely you all would want to know if Miss April already has a special someone. The only answer we have for your question 
is that she does and that she prefers to just leave it at that. Jobie is a very private person. She chooses not to elaborate on her 
personal life and hopes that people would respect that. “Hinihiwalay ko yung work sa personal kong buhay. Ibang usapan 
na yon 

Grateful for what she has right now and for the unseen gifts of the future, she has but one message to the youth. “Kahit 
anong mangyari, huwag nilang kakalimutan na mag-aaral muna sila. Yung iba kasi diba sine- set aside muna nila yung 
school para sa career. Mas maganda kung bago ang lahat, matapos na muna sila. Kung gusto mo na mag-ex cel ka sa karera 
mo, wag mawawala yung education kasi dun manggagaling lahat. Pati sa anak mo, yun ang ipagmamalaki mo sa mga anak 
mo. Karaniwan kasi diba, gusto nila, dun muna sa may pera. Ako kasi dati, pinagsasabay ko yun e. Pero Hindi nawawala 
yung school.” Evidently enough, one very admirable character she has is her discipline. Her goals and ambitions are lined-up 
perfectly. She knows what she wants and she sets perfect timing for every opportunity. 

Life is indeed one heck of a ride. Jobie believes that the train ride will drop you off wherever you desire. You just have 
to know where you’re headed to. Written on her journey are plans of settling down at the age of thirty, and if luck should 
permit, maybe kids too. Those are the stopovers she wishes to get to. This month’s stopover has her taking on the role 
Playmate and we get to share that experience with her for the next few pages. 






































































A redhead, a brunette and a blonde were all in the same 
hospital room, waiting to give birth, when the redhead said, 
“I just know I’m going to have a baby girl, because I was on 
top when I conceived.” 


said, “I just wanted to let you know that I’m done with the 
job. Oh, and by the way, you don’t have a Porsche, you have 
a Lexus.” 


Just before his son was to be married, a man decided to offer 
him some fatherly advice. 

“Son, on my wedding night in our honeymoon suite, I took 
off my pants, handed them to your mother and told her to 
try them on. She did and then she said, ‘These are too big, 

I can’t wear them.’ So I replied, ‘Exactly. I wear the pants in 
this family and I always will.’ We’ve never had any problems 
since then.” 

Impressed, the son decided to try the same tactic as his 
father. That night in his honeymoon suite, he took off his 
pants, handed them to his new wife and told her to try them 
on. 


“And I know I’m going to have a boy, because my husband 
was on top when I got pregnant,” the brunette said. 

The blonde looked horrified and started sobbing. 

“What’s wrong?” the brunette asked her. 

“I think I’m going to have puppies!” the blonde cried. 


“But they’re too large,” she said. “They won’t fit me.” 

“Exactly,” he replied. “I wear the pants in this family and I 
always will. I don’t want you to forget that.” 

His wife then took off her panties, handed them to him and 
told him to try them on. 


“I can’t get into your panties,” he said, astonished. 



What did the penis say to the 
condom? 

“Cover me, I’m going in.” 


One evening a woman was having 
dinner at home with her husband 
and she said, “You know, dear, I 
had a physical today and the doctor 
told me I have the breasts of a 25- 
year old.” 


“Exactly,” his wife replied, “and if you don’t change your 
attitude, you never will.” 


One evening, a woman arrived home to discover her 
husband sitting at the kitchen table, staring at their marriage 
certificate. 

“Why are you looking at that?” she asked. 

“I’m trying to find the expiration date,” he replied. 


“Is that so?” the husband replied, rolling his eyes. “What did 
he have to say about your ass?” 

“Oh, darling,” his wife said, “I don’t think your name came up 
in the conversation.” 


Two men were having drinks together when one said to the 
other, “A few days ago, my wallet was stolen, and the person 
who took it has been using my credit cards all week.” 

“Why haven’t you called the credit card companies to report 
them stolen?” his friend asked. 

“Because the thief spends less money than my wife,” the man 
replied. 


One summer a beautiful blonde college student wanted to 
earn some extra money, so she went door to door in her 
neighborhood, looking for odd jobs. Finally, a man asked her 
to paint his porch. She returned the next day with supplies 
and started working. After an hour, she knocked on his door 
to let him know she had finished. When he opened it, she 


A man was drinking at a bar one evening. Every time he 
ordered a drink, he would pull a picture out of his wallet and 
gaze at it for a moment. 

“Old girlfriend?” the bartender asked. 

“No.” the man replied. “It’s a picture of my mother-in-law. 
When she starts to look attractive, I know I’ve had too much.” 
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The PLAYBOY Interview 


"e all know about the many stories about this magazine’s esteemed founder, Hugh Hefner. We all know about how he 
built the PLAYBOY empire from scratch with only $800 of his own money and the numerous lovely ladies that he’s 
been connected with over the decades. 


In spite of the fact that he recently turned 85, the PLAYBOY patriarch shows no signs of slowing down. PLAYBOY Germany 
recently had the honor of sitting down with him for an interview. Printed below is the original transcript from the session at 
the PLAYBOY Mansion’s library. 


Playboy: Mr. Hefner, it’s a great pleasure for us to be here as 
well. And we have a lot of questions. 

Hefner: I have a couple of answers. 

Playboy: First of all: You and your son Marston were both born 
on the 9 th of April. You will celebrate your birthdays in Las 
Vegas together, as we heard. Why not here in the Mansion? 
Hefner: Well, we are having a small gathering the day before, 
on April 8. My favorite film is Casablanca with Humphrey 
Bogart, so every year, on my birthday weekend, we have what 
we call Casablanca Night, and we run that film. So we will be 
doing that as a kind of a birthday celebration with my mediate 
circle of friends. And for that occasion we have to dress up 
in the style of the 1940s, like in the movie. So, we’ll have the 
more intimate event there. And after the movie we are going 
into the dining room, which is [styled] into Rick’s Cafe, and 
have champagne and caviar by candlelight; very romantic. And 
then on Saturday, which is April 9 th , my two boys, Crystal and 


my brother, we’ll all go to Las Vegas and have that celebration, 
and it’s the bigger one. We do it in Vegas because they pull out 
of the stops for a major event. 

Playboy: Your son Marston will be 21, you will be... 

Hefner: I’ll be 85, yes. 

Playboy: His friends, your friends, his music style, your music 
style: do those all fit together? 

Hefner: Well, you know, there is a generational gap here but 
I would say we have a very good father-son [relationship]. 
You know, I’m actually old enough to be a grandfather, but 
none of my children have children, so it’s another generation. 
Cooper, Marston’s younger brother, is born on the reverse of 
our birthday. We’re born on 4/9 and Cooper on 9/4. Makes it 
easy for an old dad to remember his birthday. 

Playboy: How much similarity is there between you and your 
sons? Is there a lot of Hugh Hefner in your sons? Can you see 
it? 


PLAYBOT 


The reality is thatpeople arefree but they’re not. I mean, 
there are still pockets of conservatism and repression, 
and certainly around the world. 


We are going to be reducing the explicit parts of our 
business, and taking it back to the more romantic 
connections. 


I probably would have been attracted out here and 
probably would have been involved in some 
movie-making 
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Hefner: Yes, I see a lot of it. I see a lot of 
it physically. They both look very much 
like me, and I joke to their friends, that 
was in the pre-nup. Part of the marriage 
understanding was that my children 
should look like me. And they look like 
me, and their personalities are similar to 
mine. Marston is the more serious side; 
Cooper is the more creative side. 
Playboy: But what is the difference 
between you and your sons? 

Hefner: Well, about sixty years. I want 
them to blaze a trail. 

Playboy: Who will be invited to your 
birthday party? Are there any names we 
should drop? 

Hefner: Nothing in terms of celebrity 
names, if that is what you mean. You 
know, there will be good friends. 
Playboy: And who won’t? 

Hefner: (laughs) 

Playboy: Holly wasn’t amused to hear 
that you got engaged to Crystal, and she 
tweeted that she hopes Crystal will not 
break your heart. Could she? 

Hefner: I think, if you are in love, there 
is always the possibility of having your 
heart broken. I am a romantic, and the 
willingness to take the plunge again after 
a couple of failed and not very happy 
marriages obviously indicates that I still 
wear my heart on my sleeve, which is 
where I think it ought to be. I think if 
you lose that ability, that vulnerability, 


that ability to be hurt, you lose the ability 
to [live] your life. You know, it’s part of 
being alive. There is no chance, however, 
that Crystal will break my heart. She 
adores me, and I think that will be a very 
happy relationship. 

Playboy: Who broke your heart? 

Hefner: Well, probably my first wife. I 
think, if you look for cause and effect, 
the fact that the girl that I was planning 
on marrying and did marry, Millie, we 
were in school together, and we became 
engaged, we were planning on getting 
married, and she had an affair right 
before we got married. And that was 
certainly, I think, the most devastating 
experience of my life. And I do think 
that there was some bad that doomed 
the marriage from the very beginning, 
and I do think that, at least in part, 
the explanation for the fact that I did 
not settle down and be in the one-and- 
only relationship, but pursue a more 
kind of live-with-multiple-girlfriends 
[arrangement] can be seen certainly as 
a form of protection. If you don’t put all 
your eggs in one basket and if you have 
multiple girlfriends, you are not going 
to be hurt. But at the same time, I must 
say in honesty it’s a lot of fun the other 
way too. 

Playboy: And you are not afraid of it? 
Hefner: Of being hurt? No. 

Playboy: Never? 


Hefner: No. No. I’ve been through one 
war too many. The scars are there and 
heal. I’ve been through the battles. 
Playboy: When you say you were hurt 
once and you’ve changed your lifestyle 
into what it is today, is it a kind of 
compensation? 

Hefner: Yes, I think so, absolutely. I think 
there is a causal connection. 

Playboy: When will you marry? 

Hefner: It will be in the early summer. 
Playboy: How did you become aware 
that this girl is more than an affair? In 
Kimberley’s case or in Crystal’s case, 
what were those special moments? 
Hefner: I think there are special 
moments. I think, usually for me. I don’t 
know how it is for other people, usually 
for me, if I go to fall in love, it happens 
rather quickly. And I think with Crystal 
I was really not looking for a one-on-one 
relationship. But, you know, I dated her 
two, three weeks and I thought that, you 
know, this is something special. And 
it just grooved from there. We’ve been 
together now a little over two years and 
it gets better all the time. 

Playboy: Woody Allen said “marriage is 
the death of hope.” 

Hefner: {laughs out loud) Yes. A little 
extreme, but I understand the thought. 
You’ve been doing some research, I see. 

about German 


Playboy: Let’s talk 
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relationships: Did you ever fall in love 
with a German girl? 

Hefner: Oh yes, oh yes, absolutely. One 
of my early girlfriends in the early 1960s 
was Christa Speck. She was German. She 
was born in Germany, I think. I’m not 
sure about that. She was a very popular 
Playmate. 

Playboy: Do you have a favorite German 
Playmate or girlfriend from more recent 
years? 

Hefner: You mean girlfriend or Playmate? 
I don’t know, I don’t know; Because I’m 
not sure, we’d have to line them up 
and have to focus on which ones were 
German and which ones weren’t. 
Playboy: That is not your special focus? 
Hefner: Well, Germany turns out some 
very fine products, fine cars and 
beautiful women. 

Playboy: Do have some 
friends? 

Hefner: I’m sure I do, but I don’t think 
in terms of whether people are actually 
from Germany. It’s so, I’m not aware of 
it. I don’t know. 


Playboy: Do you know Heidi Klum? 
Hefner: No, I don’t. 

Playboy: You never met Heidi Klum? 
Hefner: No. Well, I certainly know who 
she is. She’d certainly be a swell friend. 
Playboy: Or have you ever heard of 
Alice Schwarzer, the German feminist 
campaigner? 

Hefner: No. 

Playboy: Could you imagine inviting the 
German chancellor Angela Merkel to the 
Mansion? 

Hefner: 


Hefner: He has enough problems right 
now. I have to wait ‘til he’s out of office. 
But I voted for him. 

Playboy: You once said that Holly was 
your big love, but you didn’t want 
to marry her because of two failed 
marriages before. Now you are going 
to marry for the third time. A third 
marriage and beyond that your efforts 
to bring home the company: something 
seems to have changed in your life. Have 
you reinvented yourself to some extent? 
Hefner: Well, I think you have to 
understand, because a lot of people right 
now are comparing and asking questions 
related to why I didn’t marry Holly and 
why I’m now going to marry Crystal. You 
have to understand it in a timeframe. I 
think that the commitment to marriage 
has to do with the right girl and the right 
time. And I used the parallel and said, 
for example, in the 1970s my primary 
romantic relationship was a girl named 
Barbi Benton, and that relationship 
lasted for about seven, eight years. We 
never married, because I wasn’t looking 
for marriage in that timeframe. I thought 


Sure, I can imagine. I mean, 
there certainly have been a number of 
politicians here over the years, both 
American and from foreign countries, 
sure. 

Playboy: Has Barack Obama been here? 
Hefner: Obama has never been here. 
Because he is from Illinois, my daughter 
Christy was very active in his campaign. 
And I get Christmas cards from Obama. 
Playboy: Have you invited him over? 
Hefner: No. 

Playboy: Maybe an idea? 


German 
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“I think that monogamy is there as an invention 
to bring stability to a relationship in the raising 
of children. Sometimes it works and sometimes 

it doesn’t. ” 


quite frankly at that point I would never 
get married again. But I loved her every 
much as, maybe a little more than, the 
girls I’ve married. In this case with Holly 
I was still married, I was separated, I 
mean separated several years, but I 
was still married to Kimberley Conrad. 
And I didn’t want to get divorced until 
my boys were out of school. So, timing 
was part of it. I said on more than one 
occasion, when I was going with Holly I 
said I think this is the girl I expect to be 
spending the rest of my life with. If she’d 
hung around, who knows. But I think 
that Holly had other kinds of dreams 
and aspirations. I mean, she went to Las 
Vegas and became a phenomenon there. 
She’s like Miss Las Vegas. Crystal’s 
entire dream is related to us; in other 
words, she’s a homebody; she has no 
other dreams but, you know, keeping 
me happy. And that is essentially what a 
guy looks for as a relationship. 

Playboy: Sounds like a perfect dream. 
And now it’s the right time because of 
your sons? Because your sons are out of 
school and... 

Hefner: Right. 

Playboy: ...this is the right time and the 
right girl? 

Hefner: And my boys are very close to 
Crystal. And the girls are close friends 
of Crystal’s. And I love that. Now that 
was not true with Holly. You know, the 
boys were younger, and Holly had a kind 
of competitive side to her, and she never 
spoke very well about Kimberley, so the 
boys were kind of not friendly. I love the 
way it is now. Perfect family. 

Playboy: Who will be your successor 
on top of Playboy as a family business? 
Marston or Cooper, or both? 

Hefner: Well, I think the name, the 
Hefner name, has such an iconic quality 
about it that, you know, we’d be foolish 
not to be finding ways. And both of my 


boys are interested. I think Marston is 
more interested in the business side, 
and Cooper is interested in the creative 
side. So I think there’s room for both of 
them. Have you seen the current edition 
of People Magazine? There is a pair of 
photographs that shows Marston with 
Claire Sinclair, the girl that he is dating 
at the present time, and an old picture 
of me from the 1970s. 

Playboy: No. 

Hefner: I will show you that. You 
may want to pick one up, it sort of 
photographically kind of answers your 
question. Give me one second. 

(Hefner gets up and leaves the library 
to bring the issue of People Magazine. 
He returns and shows the February 4 
2011 issue, with the pictures on page 
26: Marston with Claire Sinclair , a photo 
that was taken recently, and Hef with 
Barbi Benton, a photo that was taken in 
1973. Both Hefner and Marston, as well 
as Barbi and Claire, look pretty much the 
same.) 

Playboy: Very cool 

Hefner: See the principal similarity? 
And Claire, who is one of our current 
Playmates, looks very much like Barbi. 
Playboy: You like that? 

Hefner: I love it, absolutely. As a matter 
of fact, on the table in the great hall, is 
a picture of the two of us together and a 
picture of Cooper with his girlfriend. 
Playboy: Let’s talk about your sons. 
Cooper said he would like to bring back 
that retro class feel to Playboy. What 
could that mean? 

Hefner: I think that’s exactly what I 
want too, which is to reestablish in a 
contemporary way the kind of retro 
class quality, that I think it’s really 
what Playboy is all about, and it’s been 
all about from the very beginning. The 
truth of the matter is, even in the very 
beginning of the magazine there was 


[that feeling], if you understand the 
meaning of the word retro, which has 
been related to an appreciation of the 
best of the past; that’s what Playboy has 
always been about. 

Playboy: The best of the past? 

Hefner: It’s the best of the past, yes. 
Because, it means [the best] in terms of 
style and pop culture, et cetera. There are 
things from the past in terms of dress, 
in terms of music, in terms of everything 
that, you know, you can pick and choose 
some, a feast of the wonderful things 
from the past. And I think that’s what 
really makes life a classy experience. 
Playboy: Could that be the future 
direction for Playboy? 

Hefner: Yes, I think so. It’s part of my 
intention in terms of taking the company 
private. We are going to be reducing 
the explicit parts of our business, and 
taking it back to the more romantic 
connections. 

Playboy: But Playboy was also standing 
against things like puritanism and 
sexual hypocrisy. Not many of these old 
enemies are left, right? So, what is the 
future direction of Playboy in that case? 
Hefner: What you’re saying is that we 
won the war and the conflicts aren’t 
there in the same way. Well, it’s true, but 
at the same time, as Thomas Jefferson 
once said, freedom requires eternal 
vigilance. The reality is that people are 
free but they’re not. I mean, there are still 
pockets of conservatism and repression, 
and certainly around the world. 

Playboy: Not only in the US? 

Hefner: Not only in the US, but certainly 
clearly in the US An attitude towards 
nudity is still very mixed in America. 
America, you know, is very curious 
and still remains essentially a puritan 
people. We celebrate our sexuality here 
and then feel very guilty and ashamed. 
When television stations come here and 
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do TV interviews with me, sitting here, 
invariably they will move that statue, over 
and over again. I would say, you know, 9 
times out of 10, they’ll move that statue, 
and it’s just a statue. You know, there is 
more controversy in some quarters here 
in America related to nudity now than 
there was in the 1950s and 1960s. 
Playboy: Who created that statue? (The 
statue is of a topless girl.) 

Hefner: It’s done by Frank Gallo, who 
is a well known artist and actually an 
instructor in Illinois, and the model was 
Barbi Benton. 

Playboy: I love it. 

Hefner: Me too. 

Playboy: How would you characterize 
the status quo of sexual revolution 
in 2011? Are you satisfied with the 
achievements? 

Hefner: Well, again, I think, we are 
back to the same thought. I think, that 
we have come a very long way. We are 
certainly much more liberated, much 
more liberated than we were when I 
started Playboy. The sexual revolution 
was in that sense a very successful 
thing. Certainly, when I started Playboy, 


back in the early 1950s, middle-class 
moral people, couples, did not live 
together before they got married. And 
indeed, sexual activity outside marriage 
was illegal in much of the country. So, 
all of that has changed dramatically, 
and we think we’ve played some small 
part in making those changes. But at 
the same time there is still controversy. 
You can open up a copy of Playboy on 
an airplane and have a stewardess come 
up to you and say, put that away. And 
as a matter of fact, one of our Playmates 
commented a couple of days ago, that 
she was looking at the current edition 
because her picture was in it, at an 
airport, and a woman next to her said, 
put that away, there are children here. 
So, there is still... 

Playboy: But not in Germany. We have a 
partnership with an airline in Germany: 
Playboy and Airberlin, the second 
biggest airline in Germany. You can read 
Playboy on the airline, and it works very 
well. 

Hefner: Very good. Well, what I’m really 
saying, and the fact is, that there are a 
number of countries that are freer in 
Europe, et cetera, Germany included, 


that are more liberated than America. 
America still has this puritan touch to 
it. And it’s very strange too, because on 
the Internet, you know, there is hardcore 
pornography, but, you still have these 
mixed messages. 

Playboy: Is Obama going to change 
this? 

Hefner: I think, the good thing about 
Obama is, that he isn’t too concerned 
about that kind of thing. The Republicans 
are the ones who are usually getting into 
those moral [issues]. It’s a curious thing, 
because the American position, I mean, 
the Republican position, is generally 
stay out of people’s lives, but in reality, 
when it gets down to subject of morality, 
they get involved. I mean, they’re the 
ones that have attitudes towards trying 
to take the abortion law off the books 
again. And Playboy, with some pride, you 
know, Playboy actually was very active 
in changing the laws related to behavior 
here in America. And we are actually a 
friend of the court; they made us curia in 
a way that they gave women the right to 
choose in terms of abortion. We weren’t 
just saying what the right thing was back 
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“At one point I said, it’s easier to get along with three 
girlfriends than one wife. So, it depends on, you know, 
who they are. But when the number went up to seven, 
there was some jealousy. And as a result of that I cut 
the number down intentionally to three” 


in the 1960s and 1970s; we were doing 
the right things and changed laws. 
Playboy: What do you think about the 
younger generations? Are they oversexed 
and under fucked? 

Hefner: I don’t know. Are they not 
getting enough? I’m doing okay. I think, 
the only problem I have with the younger 
generation is the feeling that they are 
not fully appreciative and aware of what 
came before. Because I think that if you 
don’t know who you were before, you 
don’t really know who you are. And you 
can’t appreciate your freedom and you 
can’t appreciate your own identity if 
you don’t have some sense of yesterday. 
Today is defined by what came before. 
Playboy: That’s a good thing Playboy 
should do in the future: to explain the 
classics, to help appreciate the best of 
the past. Which one would be the most 
appropriate Hef label: A campaigner 
for human rights? Great emancipator? 
Rebel? Journalist? Sex icon? Which one 
would you choose? 

Hefner: I’ll take all of those. 

Playboy: What would be your message 
to the Pope if you’d talk to him? 

Hefner: I think probably the major 
message to the Pope in the sense of the 
Catholic doctrine is that there is a need 
to reexamine the Church position on 
birth control. We have too many people 
on this planet. And it is not moral to 
continue to simply overpopulate. 
Playboy: Back to Obama: what is your 
message to him? You’ve once said in an 
interview that presidents like Kennedy 
that have affairs while being married are 
better presidents. What is wrong with 
Obama? 

Hefner: You mean, he should be fooling 
around more? (laughs) No, I think, 
that my point was, when people were 
comparing Kennedy, who screwed 
around, and Nixon, who screwed around 


with the country, I made the point that, 
you know, I don’t care what you are 
doing in your private life; I care what 
you do in your public life. You know, the 
immorality is really what you do to the 
country. 

Playboy: There is nothing wrong with 
Obama? 

Hefner: No other than, you know, and as 
a matter in fact, I think, they are doing 
pretty good now. I think, my concern, 
you know, with the beginning of the 
presidency, he wasn’t getting a whole 
lot done. But he is doing better now. Of 
course he has got a problem now, you 
know, the congress is going the other 
way, but, you know. I think he’s trying to 
do the right thing. 

Playboy: What would you have done if 
not for Playboy? Who else could you 
have been today, if there would have 
been a second choice? Would you have 
become a politician? 

Hefner: No, no. (laughs) I couldn’t live 
that kind of life. I probably would have 
been attracted out here and probably 
would have been involved in some form 
of movie-making, I think. Movies had an 
essential influence on me when I was 
a kid. It must be obvious, that there is 
nothing in the world that I would rather 
be doing then what I’m doing. And I do 
consider myself within the context of my 
own dreams, I’m the luckiest guy, and 
I’ve planned it, you know. I could have 
not lived out a life in a more satisfying 
way. 

Playboy: No doubt about that. 

Playboy: What has a man got to do to be 
invited to the Mansion? 

Hefner: It would help if he was born 
beautiful, I suppose. Or, you know, 
become a celebrity of some note, 
somebody that you’d like to meet. 
Playboy: Keith Richards accidentally set 
something on fire once in the Mansion. 
What was it? 


Hefner: Keith Richard? It kind of 
surprises me, but I don’t know what it 
was (laughs). I don’t know what it was. 
I know that he was here, you know, the 
Rolling Stones spent about a week at the 
Mansion. And Keith was stoned most of 
the time he was there. 

Playboy: Do you still invite him? 

Hefner: Oh yes, he is definitely welcome. 
I see Mick more often than Keith. 
Playboy: Who was the worst visitor at 
the Mansion? 

Hefner: I have no idea. I’m sure if I knew 
I probably put it out of my mind. People 
generally behave themselves when they 
are here. Because if they don’t behave 
themselves, you know, it’s a very 
exclusive club. If people misbehave they 
are not invited back. 

Playboy: Who is your favorite visitor at 
the Mansion? 

Hefner: Pam Anderson? I don’t know. 
Playboy: How often has she been at the 
Mansion? 

Hefner: Well, we see her several times a 
year. She’s a very dear friend. I think one 
of the things that has always impressed 
me about Pam is, you know, we helped to 
make her a celebrity and she has never 
forgotten this. She is just real deal. 
Playboy: She is thankful? 

Hefner: That’s right. And I appreciate 
that. 

Playboy: Who sends more fan mails and 
questions via Twitter: women or men? 
Hefner: I think I get more from women. 
I think one of the things that surprises 
me quite frankly in the whole Internet/ 
Twitter thing, it’s a strange phenomenon, 
and whether it’s because of the television 
show, I’m not sure what it is, I get more 
salutations from girls from all over 
the world; young women who want to 
become my girlfriend. And, you know, I 
get several every week. 
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Playboy: Sometimes you seem to do 
nothing but tweet. 

Hefner: (laughs) You know, I sometimes 
find a moment, an hour a day in which 
I will do a whole bunch, and it may look 
like that’s all I’m doing. 

Playboy: Do you have a ghostwriter? 
Hefner: No, I do it all myself. Last April, 
for my birthday, Crystal gave me an iPad, 
and I do all my own tweets on that iPad. 
Playboy: What’s your weekly routine 
like? Monday male night, Tuesday family 
night, Wednesday card night and so on. 
Is it still like that? 

Hefner: Yes, pretty much. Mainly 
Monday night the guys come over and 
have something to eat and we watch the 
kind of films that we watched when we 
were kids. Tuesday is no longer family 
night; it’s a night with the girls, playing 
games. We used to play Domino or Uno 
or something like that, that’s what we 
are going to do tonight. Wednesday 
night is time with my brother and some 
male friends. Thursday I sometimes 
go out to a club or, you know, hang 
out with Crystal. Friday and Saturday 
are Casablanca Nights, watching old 


classic films with good friends. Sunday 
afternoon a bunch of girls come over, 
and if the weather is good it’s fun in the 
sun around the pool. Or if the weather is 
not so good, the same thing in the game 
house. And then in the evening friends 
come over and we have buffet and run 
a new movie. And then we’re back to 
Monday again. 

Playboy: Is there enough time left for 
the girls? 

Hefner: Oh, yes. 

Playboy: Is enough time left for 
Crystal? 

Hefner: 


Hefner: Sometimes. It depends. You 
know it isn’t related to the number, 
it’s related to the personalities of the 
girls. At one point I said, it’s easier to 
get along with three girlfriends than one 
wife. So, it depends on, you know, who 
they are. But when the number went up 
to seven, there was some jealousy. And 
as a result of that I cut the number down 
intentionally to three. It was related as a 
matter of fact to the fact that I had just 
met Kendra, and she seemed like a very 
nice girl, and I didn’t want to spoil her 
with all the petty jealousies. So, I got rid 
of the others, kept Holly and Bridget and 
added Kendra, and that was the three 
girls who then, about a year after she 
arrived, became part of the reality show 
(The Girls Next Door). 

Playboy: In these former days when you 
had seven girls in the Mansion, did you 
move out some nights to have some 
peace and quiet? 

Hefner: Well, the girls all had [their own 
space], in other words, only one girl 
slept over night in my room. They had 
all individual rooms. They would come 
into my room and we partied, but then 


Because every day, 
whatever else is going on, the end of 
every evening I spend with Crystal. 
Playboy: Are there still some girls living 
in the Mansion, or is this over? 

Hefner: The only one who is living here 
full-time is Crystal. 

Playboy: But how many were there, 
seven? 

Hefner: At one point there were seven, 
yes. 

Playboy: Wasn’t that stressful 

sometimes? 
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“I just had enough money to put out one issue of 
the magazine. And it caught on immediately. Rich 
people came to me, gave me some financial backing, 
and the whole empire was created out of that. ” 


they, you know. I get quiet time too. 
Sometimes people think that it is a party 
here all the time and that there is no 
peace and quiet. But that isn’t the case. 
It’s a big house and, you know, when I 
want peace and quiet, I have peace and 
quiet. 

Playboy: You have had this house for 40 
years now, right? 

Hefner: Since 1971, yes. The original 
Mansion was in Chicago. 

Playboy: Did you ever think of moving 
into another place in those 40 years? 
Hefner: No, I’ve always loved this place. 
It’s perfect for me. You know, it has 
five and half acres and it is laid out; it 
is actually the family estate of a piece 
of property that was initially a ranch 
of over 4,000 acres. So, this particular 
property is set on a hill of Redwood 
Forest. It is the best piece of property 
actually in this entire area. And the 
Ranch back in the middle 20’s was 
subdivided into what became Holmby 
Hills and Redwood Village, and a golf 
course sector, et cetera. And this was 
the family estate. So, it’s the nicest piece 
of property in Southern California. 
Playboy: Who are your neighbors? 
Hefner: I have no idea. 

Playboy: You don’t care about them? 
Hefner: I actually know who they are but 
I don’t remember who they are. 

Playboy: Are men made for monogamy? 

Hefner: No, I don’t think that is a natural 
state. I think, that nature suggests that 
we want to spread our seed and have, 
you know, children offspring by multiple 
partners. So, I think that monogamy is 
there as an invention to bring stability to 
a relationship in the raising of children. 
Sometimes it works and sometimes it 
doesn’t. 

Playboy: Can you tell us some things, 
maybe five things, men should know 
in their life? What is real important for 
men? 


Hefner: Well, on a personal level, to 
be happy and successful. I think you 
should hold on to your dreams that 
come early. There are many things in 
society. If you’re a dreamer there are 
many things in society that can prompt 
you to conform and to give up on your 
hopes and dreams. But I think that a 
happier life comes from pursuing the 
dreams, whatever they may be, from 
early childhood. 

Playboy: Are you a dreamer? 

Hefner: I am very much a dreamer and 
a romantic, without question. I would 
not have created Playboy if I weren’t a 
dreamer. I started the magazine, as I’m 
sure you know, on absolutely nothing. 
I was in a marriage in which I was not 
very happy, working for no money, and 
a moment came when I thought that was 
all there is. There was a precise moment, 
as a matter of fact. In the last two years 
of high school, those were the happiest 
times in my life before I started Playboy. 
And I went to a high school reunion that 
my best buddy from high school and 
I hosted, and it was a reunion show. 
And that reminded me so much of the 
dreams I put aside from high school, 
that in the days immediately after that, 
there was an afternoon which, it was 
the winter of 1952, I stood on Michigan 
Avenue Bridge and looked out at the 
lake, and thought, you know, is this all 
there is? Am I just going to turn to the 
very same version of my parents’ life? 
And in the days immediately after that, 
I started making plans for Playboy. And 
I started it on no money, quite literally. 
I got 600 dollars of my own money, I’m 
sure you’ve heard this story before, 
borrowed off my local loan company, 
put in my furniture as collateral, got 
friends and relatives, anybody I could 
talk to, put a few hundred dollars here, 
couple of dollars there, raised a total of 
8,000 dollars, found a printer who had 


some open press time, and put out that 
first issue. I just had enough money to 
put out one issue of the magazine. And 
it caught on immediately. Rich people 
came to me, gave me some financial 
backing, and the whole empire was 
created out of that. 

Beyond that, in terms of advice to a good 
life, I think, a good life also depends 
on a good relationship with someone 
from the opposite sex or the same sex, 
whatever you prefer. Because, I think, the 
journey is happier with a co-pilot. And I 
think the key to a good relationship is 
listening, communicating, talking to one 
another. And that makes for a happy 
life. 

Playboy: What was or is the best time of 
your life? 

Hefner: Well, it may be easy to say, but 
quite frankly, I’ve never been happier 
than I am right now. Everything is 
coming together in such a wonderful 
way. I love happy endings in movies, 
and I think I am having a very happy 
ending in my life. To have everything 
come back together in this way, to be 
able to take the company private again 
and be in control of my destiny, to have 
met Crystal at this stage of my life, and 
to be planning to get married, to have 
my boys so close to me, et cetera, and all 
of that happening in this year, which is 
actually the Chinese year of the rabbit. 
So... 


Playboy: What have you learned in life? 
Hefner: Well, I think, what I’ve learned 
quite frankly is, that there is nothing, I 
am repeating myself, there is nothing 
better than holding on to your dreams 
and turning them into reality. And there 
is nothing more satisfying than that, to 
not compromise those dreams and to 
pursue them. And, you know, a part of 
it is not simply dreaming the dreams 


Playboy: It’s our year. 
Hefner: Better than this. 
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but making them real, and you do that 
by staying focused and working. You 
know, in the early years of my life, I was 
a workaholic. You need to stay focused. 
Of course, in my case it was very easy 
because I love what I do. 

Playboy: What was your biggest mistake 
in your life? 

Hefner: Well, it’s hard to really know. I 
think, one of the things I would say about 
that, is that because sometimes people 
express [that] in terms of whether there 
is something you could change. But the 
reality is, if I change one thing in my life, 
you don’t know what impact that would 
have. I mean, Ray Bradbury, he wrote 
one of those wonderful science fiction 
stories that Playboy published, called “A 
Sound of Thunder,” [and it’s] about the 
butterfly effect. It’s about stepping on a 
butterfly in prehistoric times, and how 
that changes everything. So, if I would 
change one thing, I mean, everything has 
worked out so well for me, I think that I 
would count my blessings and not think 
about changing things. 

Playboy: How do you think you will be 
remembered? 


Hefner: I think, that I will be remembered 
as somebody who has had some positive 
impact on the social sexual behavior of 
my time. 

Playboy: Do you have an idea what the 
inscription on your grave stone will be? 
Hefner: Ah, I don’t know. It may be, you 
know, ‘he changed the social sexual 
values of his time.’ There was a comic 
strip out a few days ago, that had a guy 
and his dog watching television, and 
the dog said, “what are you watching?” 
And the guy said, “a movie, A Wonderful 
Life. And the dog said, “that’s not a 
movie, that’s an A&E biography of Hugh 
Hefner.” 

Playboy: What’s your favorite joke? 
Hefner: My favorite joke? (laughs) I don’t 
know, I’m a guy who has a rich sense of 
humor, but I don’t really tell, you know, 
jokes. I don’t really have a favorite joke. 
Playboy: But that’s the most important 
page in our magazine. 

Hefner: Yes, well, you know, they called 
it party jokes, because originally the 
magazine was going to be called Stag 
Party, so that is where the party part 
comes from. Well, one of the things that 


is wonderful about the magazine for 
me is, and I’ve been saying that since 
1953, it’s like a visit from an old friend. 
There are so many familiar parts to it, 
you know, beginning with obviously the 
centerfold, et cetera. But, you know, the 
placement of the cartoons, the placement 
for the party jokes page, the Playmate 
interview, have all become iconic. But, 
you know, each issue is fresh but also 
fresh in a context in which it’s familiar. 
So, it’s like visiting an old friend. 
Playboy: How important is the centerfold 
still right now? 

Hefner: I think it’s the very key: it’s the 
only magazine you read sideways. 
Playboy: Mr. Hefner, thank you very 
much. 

Hefner: It’s my pleasure. I enjoyed it very 
much. 
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Who's There? Death! 
The Ultimate 


By Chuck Palahniuk 
Illustration by Anthony Pontius 


My old man, he makes everything into a Big Joke. What 
can I say? The old man loves to get a laugh. Growing up, half 
the time I didn’t have a clue what his jokes were about, but 
I laughed anyways. Down at the barbershop, it didn’t matter 
how many guys my father let take cuts ahead of him in line, 
he just wanted to sit there all Saturday and crack people up. 
Make folks bust a gut. For my old man, getting his sideburns 
trimmed was definitely a low priority. 

He says, “Stop me if you’ve heard this one before....” The 
way my old man tells it, he walks into the oncologist’s office 
and he says, “After the chemotherapy, will I be able to play 
the violin?” 

In response, the oncologist says, “It’s metastasized. You’ve 
got six months to live....” 

And working his eyebrows like Groucho Marx, tapping the 
ash from an invisible cigar, my old man says, “Six months?” 
He says, “I want a second opinion.” 

So the oncologist, he says, “Okay, you’ve got cancer and 
your jokes stink.” 

So they do chemotherapy, and they give him some radiation 
like they do even if the shit burns him up so bad on the inside 
he tells me that taking a piss is like passing razor blades. 
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all know 


laughter is the 


best 


He’s still every Saturday down by the barbershop telling jokes 
even if now he’s bald as a cue ball. I mean, he’s skinny as a 
bald skeleton, and he’s getting to haul around one of those 
cylinders of oxygen under pressure, like some little version 
of a ball and chain. He walks into the barbershop dragging 
that pressurized cylinder of oxygen with the tube of it going 
up and looping around his nose, over his ears and around 
his bald head, and he says, “Just a little off the top, please.” 
And folks laugh. Understand me: My old man is no Uncle 
Miltie. He’s no Edgar Bergen. The man’s skinny as a Halloween 
skeleton now and bald and going to be dead by six weeks so 
it don’t matter what he says, folks are going to hee-haw like 
donkeys just out of their genuine affection for him. 

But, seriously, I’m not doing him justice. It’s my fault if 
this doesn’t come across, but my old man is funnier than he 
sounds. Maybe his sense of humor is a talent I didn’t inherit. 
Back when I was his little Charlie McCarthy, the whole time 
growing up, he used to ask me, “Knock-knock?” 

I’d say, “Who’s there?” 

He’d say, “Old Lady....” 

I’d say, “Old Lady who?” 

And he’d say, “Wow, I didn’t know you could yodel!” 

Me, I didn’t get it. I was so stupid, I was seven years old and 
still stuck in the Lirst Grade. I didn’t know Switzerland from 
Shinola, but I want for my old man to love me so I learned to 
laugh. Whatever he says, I laugh. By “Old Lady” my guess is 
he means my Mom who ran away and left us. Alls my old man 
will say about her is how she was a “Real Looker” who just 
couldn’t take a joke. She just was NOT a Good Sport. 

He used to ask me, “When that Vinnie van Gogh cut off his 
ear and sent it to the whore he was so crazy about, how’d he 
send it?” 

The punch line is “He sent it by ear mail,” but being seven 
years old, I was still stuck back on not knowing who Van 
Gogh is or what’s a whore, and nothing kills a joke faster 
than asking my old man to explain himself. So when my old 
man says, “What do you get when you cross a pig with Count 
Dracula?”...I knew to never ask, “What’s a Count Dracula?” 
I’d just get a big laugh ready for when he tells me, “A Ham- 
pire!” 


And when he says, “Knock-knock.” 

And I say, “Who’s there?” And he says, “Radio.” 

And I say, “Radio who?” And he’s ALREADY started to 
bust a gut when he says, “Radio not I’m going to come in 
your mouth....” Then—what the hell—I just keep laughing. My 
whole growing up I figure I’m just too ignorant to appreciate a 
good joke. Me, my teachers still haven’t covered long division 
and all the multiple-cation tables so it’s not my old man’s 
fault I don’t know what’s “come.” 

My old lady, who abandoned us, he says she hated that 
joke, so maybe I inherited her lack of humor. But love... I 
mean you have to love your old man. I mean, after you’re born 
it’s not like you get a choice. Nobody wants to see their old 
man breathing out of some tank and going into the hospital 
to die sky-high on morphine and he’s not eating a bite of the 
red-flavored Jell-0 they serve for dinner. 

Stop me if I already told you this one, but my old man gets 
that prostrate cancer that’s not even like cancer because it 
takes 20, 30 years before we even know he’s so sick, and the 
next thing I know is I’m trying to remember all the stuff he’s 
taught me. Like, if you spray some WD-40 on the shovel blade 
before you dig a hole the digging will go a lot easier. And how 
not to shut my eyes when I pull a trigger. And he taught me 
how to tie a shoelace and make a foul shot in basket-ball. And 
he taught me jokes... lots of jokes. 

And, sure, the man is no Robin Williams, but I watched 
this movie one time about Robin Williams, who gets dressed 
up with a red rubber ball on his nose and this big rainbow- 
-colored Afro wig and those big clown shoes with a fake 
carnation stuck in his buttonhole of his shirt that squirts 
water, and the guy’s a hotshot doctor who makes these little 
kids with cancer laugh so hard they stop dying. Understand 
me: These bald kid skeletons—who look lots-more worse off 
than my old man—they get HEALTHY, and that whole movie 
is based on a True Story. 

What I mean is, we all know that Laughter is the Best 
Medicine. All that time being stuck in the hospital Waiting 
Room, I read EVERY copy of the Reader’s Digest. And we’ve 
all heard the True Story about the guy with a brain cancer the 
size of a grapefruit inside his skull and he’s about to croak- 
all the doctors and priests and experts say he’s a goner—only 
he forces himself to watch nonstop movies about The Three 
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Stooges. This Stage Four cancer guy forces himself to laugh 
nonstop at Abbott and Costello and Laurel and Hardy and 
those Marx brothers, and he gets healed by the end-orphans 
and oxy-generated blood. 

So I figure, what’ve I got to lose? All I need to do is 
remember some of my old man’s favorite gags and to get him 
started back laughing on the road to recovery. I figure, what 
could it hurt? 

So this grown-up son walks into his father’s hospice room, 
pulls up a chair beside the bed and sits down. The son looks 
into his old man’s pale, dying face and says, “So this blonde 
gal walks into a neighborhood bar where she’s never been 
before, and she’s got tits out to HERE and a tight little heinie 
and she asks the bartender for a Michelob, and he serves her 
a Michelob except he sneaks a Mickey Finn into her bottle and 
this blonde goes unconscious, and every guy in the bar leans 
her over the edge of the pool table and hikes up her skirt 
and fucks her, and at closing time they slap her awake and 
tell her she’s got to leave. And every few days this gal with 
the tits and the ass walks in and asks for a Michelob and gets 
a Mickey Finn and gets fucked by the crowd until one day 
she walks in and asks the bartender can he maybe give her a 
Budweiser instead?” 

Granted—I have NOT landed this particular shaggy dog 
story since I was in the First Grade, but my old man used to 
love this next part.... 

The bartender smiles so nice and says, “What? You don’t 
like Michelob no more?” 

And this Real Looker, she leans over the bar, all confidential, 
and she whispers, “Just between you and me...” she whispers, 
“Michelob makes my pussy hurt....” 

The first time I learned that joke, when my old man taught 
it to me, I didn’t know what was “pussy.” I didn’t know “Mickey 
Finn.” I didn’t know what folks meant when they talked about 
“fucking” but I knew all this talk made my old man laugh. 
And when he told me to stand up and tell that joke in the 
barbershop it made the barbers and every old man reading 
detective magazines laugh until half of them blew spit and 
snot and chewing tobacco out their noses. 

Now the grown-up son tells his old dying father this joke, 
just the two of them alone in that hospital room, late-late 
at night, and—guess what—his old man doesn’t laugh. So 
the son tries another old favorite, he tells the joke about the 
Traveling Salesman who gets a phone call from some Farmer’s 
Daughter he met on the road a couple months before, and 


she says, “Remember me? We had some laughs, and I was a 
good sport?” And the man says, “How’re you doing?” And 
she says, “I’m pregnant, and I’m going to kill myself.” And 
the salesman, he says, “Damn... you ARE a good sport!” 

At seven years old I could REALLY put that joke over—but 
tonight—the old man’s still not laughing. How I learned to say 
“I Love You” was by laughing for my old man—even if I had 
to fake it—and that’s all I want in return. All I want from him 
is a laugh, just one laugh, and he’s not coming across with 
even a giggle. Not a snicker. Not even a groan. And worse 
than not laughing, the old man squints his eyes shut, tight, 
and opens them brimming with tears, and one fat tear floods 
out the bottom of each eye and washes down each cheek. 
The old man’s gasping his big toothless mouth like he can’t 
get enough air, crying big tears down the wrinkles of both 
cheeks, just soaking his pillow. So this kid—who’s nobody’s 
little kid, not anymore—but who all he knows to do is tell 
these stupid jokes, he reaches into his pants pocket and gets 
out a fake plastic carnation flower that just for laughs sprays 
water all over the old crybaby’s face. 

The kid tells about the Polack who’s carrying a rifle through 
the woods when he comes across a naked gal laying back on 
a bed of soft green moss with her legs spread, and this gal is 
a Real Looker, and she looks at the Polack and his gun and 
says, “What’re you doing?” And the Polack says, “I’m hunting 
for game.” And this Real Looker, she gives him a big wink and 
she says, “I’m game.” So—POW!—the Polack shoots her. 

It used to be this joke constituted a gold-plated, bona fide, 
surefire laugh riot, but the old man just keeps dying. He’s still 
boo-hooing and not even making an effort to laugh, and no 
matter what, the old man has got to meet me halfway. I can’t 
save him if he doesn’t want to live. I ask him, “What do you 
get when you cross a faggot with a kike?” I ask him, “What’s 
the difference between dog shit and a nigger?” 

And he’s still not getting any better. I’m thinking maybe 
the cancer’s got into his ears. With the morphine and what 
all, it could be he can’t hear me. So just to test can he hear 
me, I lean into his old crybaby face and I ask, “How do you get 
a nun pregnant?” Then, more loud, maybe too loud for this 
being a mackerel-snapper hospital, I yell, “You FUCK her!” 

In my desperation I try fag jokes and wetback jokes and 
kike jokes—really, every effective course of treatment known 
to medical science—and the old man’s still slipping away. 
Laying here, in this bed, is the man who made EVERYTHING 
into a Big Joke. Just the fact he’s not biting scares the shit out 
of me. I’m yelling, “Knock-knock!” and when he says nothing 
in response it’s the same as him not having a pulse. 
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I’m yelling, “Knock-knock!” 

I’m yelling, “Why did the Existentialist cross the road?” 

And he’s STILL dying, the old man’s leaving me not 
knowing the answer to anything, when I still don’t get it. 
He’s abandoning me while I’m still so fucking stupid. In my 
desperation I reach out to take the limp, blue fingers of his 
cold-cold dying hand and he doesn’t flinch even when I grind 
a Joy Buzzer against the blue skin of his ice-cold palm. 

I’m yelling, “Knock-knock.” 

Nothing kills a joke faster than asking my old man to 
explain himself, but I’m yelling, “Why’d the Old Lady walk out 
on her husband and her four-year-old kid?” And laying there 
in that bed, my old man, he stops breathing. No heartbeat. 
Totally flatlined. 

So this kid who’s sitting bedside in this hospital room, 
late-late at night he takes the joke equivalent of those electric 
paddles doctors use to stop your heart attack, the hee-haw 
equivalent of what a paramedic Robin Williams would use 
on you in some Clown Emergency Room—a kind of Three 
Stooges de-frib-ulator—the kid takes a big, creamy, heaped- 
up custard pie topped with a thick-thick layer of whipped 
cream, the same as Charlie Chaplin would save your life with, 
and the kid reaches that pie up sky-high overhead, as high 
as the kid can reach, and brings it down, hard, lightning fast, 
slam-dunking it hard as the blast from a Polack’s shotgun— 
POW!—right in his old man’s kisser. 

And despite the miraculous, well-documented healing 
powers of the Comedic Arts my old man dies taking a big 
bloody shit in his bed. 

No, really, it was funnier than it sounds. Please, don’t 
blame my old man. If you’re not laughing at this point, it’s 
my fault. I just didn’t tell it right, you know, you mess up 
a punch line and you can totally botch even the best joke. 
Lor example, I went back to the barbershop and told them 
how he died and how I tried to save him, right up to and 
including the custard pie and how the hospital had their 
security goons escort me up to the crazy ward for a little 
72-hour observation. And even telling that part, I fucked it 
up—because those barbershop guys just looked at me. I told 
them about seeing—and smelling—my old man, dead and 
smeared all over with blood and shit and whipped cream, 
all that stink and sugar, and they looked and looked at me, 
the barbers and the old guys chewing tobacco, and nobody 
laughed. Standing in that same barbershop all these years 
later, I say, “Knock-knock.” 
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The barbers stop cutting hair. The old goobers stop 
chewing on their tobacco. 

I say, “Knock-knock.” Nobody takes a breath, and it’s 
like I’m standing in a room full of dead men. And I tell 
them, “Death! DEATH is there! Don’t you people never read 
Emily... Dicker son? You never heard of Jean-Paul... Stuart?” I 
wiggle my eyebrows and tap the ash from my invisible cigar 
and say, “Who’s there?” I say, “I don’t know who’s there—/ 
can’t even play the violin /” 

What I do know is I’ve got a brain filled with jokes I can’t 
ever forget—like a tumor the size of a grapefruit inside of my 
skull. And I know that eventually even dog shit turns white 
and stops stinking, but I have this permanent head filled 
with crap I’ve been trained my whole life to think is funny. 
And for the first time since I was a Little Stooge standing in 
that barbershop saying fag and cunt and nigger and saying 
kike, I figure out that I wasn’t telling a joke—I was the joke. I 
mean, I finally Get It. Understand me: A bona fide gold-plated 
joke is like a Michelob served ice cold...with a Mickey Finn... 
by somebody smiling so nice you won’t never know how bad 
you’ve been fucked. And a punch line is called a “punch line” 
for a VERY good reason, because punch lines are a sugar- 
coated fist with whipped cream hiding the brass knuckles that 
sock you right in the kisser, hitting you—POW!—right in your 
face and saying, “J am smarter than you ” and “I’m bigger than 
you ” and “J call the shots, here, Buddy-BOY” 

And standing in that same old Saturday morning 
barbershop, I scream, “Knock-knock!” 

I demand, “KNOCK-KNOCK!” 

And finally one old barbershop codger, he says in barely 
a tobacco whisper, so soft you can hardly hear him, he asks, 
“Who’s there?” 

And I wait a beat, just for the tension—my old man, he 
taught me that timing is crucial, timing is EVERYTHING—until, 
finally, I smile so nice and I say, “Radio not....” 
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HEAR THE DIFFERENCE 

CLASSIC. MODERN. PINOY ROCK. 


www.rjplanet.com/UR1059 
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Community of 
Strangers 

Or My Participation in Making this a Better World, One Couch at a Time 

By ALICE SARMIENTO' 


F or the record the record being my mom's love and trust this never 
happened. 

Off the record though, I have only done this once. And if I could be as 
lucky as I was the first time around, I would definitely do it again. 

"What if this person turns out to be a rapist?" 

"What if she's robbing you blind?" 

"What if she's taking your personal details and posting them on 
craigslist while you sleep?" 

These were the well-intentioned warnings of my nearest and dearest 
in that summer of 2009 when I announced I would be heading to Chicago 
to catch the Flaming Lips, who were headlining that year's Pitchfork Music 
Festival. 

"Nice! Who are you staying with?" 

"I don't know yet. I'm waiting for a response from the ads I clicked on 
Global Freeloaders." 

"Oh...you do know that Global Freeloaders is one big network of 
amateur porn peddlers, right? And have you seen Hostel ?" The answer 
was, No, I have not seen Hostel. And Global Freeloaders (http://www. 
globalfreeloaders.com) was not a shady international porn ring. Visiting 
the site and registering for an account gave you access to ads for a warm 
bed (or couch, or futon, or tent in someone's backyard) to park your ass 
and your meager belongings in virtually any city in the world. Typical ads 
would have a description of the accommodations and how to contact the 
user who had posted them. The only exchange was that you would have to 
open your house to other freeloaders as well. This was either the first or 
last resort for travelers on a budget of next to nothing, and had to depend 
on the kindness of others who had seen the world the same way. 

Next to nothing was what I had that summer, so I figured I didn't have 
to worry about anyone robbing me blind. I was miserable at my shitty 
corporate job and I had missed the pomp and circumstance surrounding 
my graduation from college (due to said shitty corporate job). What I did 
have though was a credit card and just enough money to blow on a day- 
pass for a festival that included the likes of Grizzly Bear, The Walkmen, 
M83, and of course the Lips. After buying my concert ticket, I registered 
on both Global Freeloaders and Couchsurfing.net. Both accounts were still 
warm when I got a reply from Ana: 

"Yeah sure, you can stay with me." 

It was that simple. 


As any self-respecting middle class young lady, I was educated with a 
steady stream of Oprah and loose second-hand interpretations of Catholic 
doctrine. While I was taught to love thy neighbor, I was also led to believe 
that my neighborhood could be crawling with kiddie prostitution rings 
and meth labs. We cultivated the notion that the world was our oyster 
while nursing our fears of the unknown; thus talking to strangers—let 
alone asking a stranger to open their home to you—was a test of faith and 
responsibility. 

"I'll be at work when you get here, just drop by and I'll give you the 
keys. And of course you may borrow a towel." 

This was a text I received from her the night I landed at San Francisco 
International Airport, en route to Chicago. The plan was to crash at a hostel, 
recover from jetlag for a couple of nights, and then catch the red eye to 
Chicago Midway where my sister's friend, Lakshmi, would bring me to 
Ana's apartment. "You can always stay with us," she told me as we loaded 
my single suitcase into the back of their car. Of course, why hadn't I thought 
of that? But we were already on our way to pick up the keys from Ana. 

"How do you know Ana?" Lakshmi asked. 

"I met her online." 

"How do you know Ana?" my mom had asked several weeks earlier. 

"She's a filmmaker. I met her through Earl." I answered, avoiding eye- 
contact and knowing fully well that any mention of my ex-boyfriend would 
protect me from further questions. It was true that Ana was a filmmaker, 
that she lived in Chicago, that I knew her...sort of. It was the part where 
we actually met that was completely fabricated, at least by my mom's 
standards. In this day and age, what does it even mean to "meet" or 
"know" someone? These were questions that ate at me on the ride from 
the airport, but upon actually meeting Ana, my mind was put at ease by a 
warm, friendly hug. 

"There's stuff in the refrigerator. You can eat whatever you want if you'll 
just be chilling at home, but DON'T TOUCH THE CROW. I'll be home late." 

"She seems nice!" Lakshmi said upon dropping me off at Ana's North 
side apartment. As expected, there was an extra towel laid out in the 
bathroom and a crow in the refrigerator ("DON'T TOUCH THE CROW!"). It 
was a clean, sparsely furnished place with high ceilings and huge windows 
which offered a view of the river and the Chicago Tribune. It was just a 
few minutes away from the Newberry library, a Whole Foods, and several 
cafes and bars. If I wanted to, I could walk to Wicker Park (Chicago's 
Williamsburg), but I didn't have to walk anywhere because Ana let me use 
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[ere’s a list of websites you can check out 
m thirst for adventure 





Couchsurfing 

http://www.couchsurfing.org 

By far, the most popular of the alternative lodging sites, Couchsurfing strives 
to create “a better world, one couch at a time” by inviting participants to 
open their homes to strangers looking to save a buck or two by skipping 
out on hotels and hostels. If this sounds unsafe, founders Casey Fenton, 

Dan Hoffer, Sebastien LeTuan, and Leonardo Bassani de 
Silveira help set your wanderlusty soul at ease by adding 
features like statistics, testimonials, profile pages, referrals, 
and testimonials for its members, as well as by verifying 
accounts to assure you that you're dealing with fellow 
travelers, and not spambots. 




Global Freeloaders 

“The Worldwide Free Accommodation Network” 
http://www. globalfreelooders. com 

Global Freeloaders is to Couchsurfing what craigslist is to facebook. While 
Couchsurfing gives you a sunny yellow interface complete with pictures and 
profiles of the fun people you could be hanging with on your wild adventures, 
Global Freeloaders greets you with a no-nonsense page where keying in 
your destination gives you a feed of ads for possible lodging arrangements. 
By taking a chance and replying to the less sketchy descriptions, you are 
able to directly contact your fellow freeloader (aka, your prospective host) 
and make proper arrangements. 


Airbnb 

http://www. airbnb. com 

For those who can’t fathom the idea of mooching off of strangers, but can’t 
afford to break the bank by checking into a hotel, there’s Airbnb. Allowing 
travelers to “Rent nightly from real people in 9,079 cities in 170 countries" 
airbnb gives you the same degree of security of getting what you paid for 
without compromising the potential cultural exchange of the couchsurfing 
experience. Backed by testimonials, professional directions and maps, 
rentals range from $5.00/night for a futon on someone's floor, to $10,000/ 
night for a posh igloo (You can't make this stuff up). 


The Savvy Explorer 
http://www. thesavvy explorer, com 

Atlas Obscura 

http://atlasobscura.com/ 

Travel is not just about jetting off to foreign territories to crash on 
someone’s floor, in fact, some hosts require their guests to spend the day 
out (a disclaimer on one airbnb ad reads, “You need a place to SLEEP not 
to hang out. You will be out most of the day on business or visiting the 
City."). While aimless wandering and talking to strangers may be a no- 
brainer to the more seasoned travelers, some could use the tips offered by 
sites like The Savvy Explorer, which point you in the direction of museums 
with no entrance fees, concerts with no cover charge, and cheap but 
worthwhile dining, all off the beaten path. The site also features currency 
exchange widgets and regular updates on cheap tickets by land, sea, or 
sky. Atlas Obscura on the other hand contains reviews and testimonials 
of "The World's Wonders, Curiosities, and Esoterica," for travelers with 
more time on their hands to do more hardcore and deliberate exploring. 

The Vice Guide to Travel 
http://www.viceland.com/guidetotravel 

Planning a trip to Chernobyl? Can’t wait to get away to the dark heart of 
Africa (it is Congo, right? Because that’s where you’re going. Forever.)? 
The Vice Guide to Travel ( now on DVD) provides pictures, videos, and 
insightful reviews from Vice magazine correspondents dispatched to parts 
of the world they didn’t even want to see in the first place, just “so that you 
never, ever have to go for yourself as long as you live." Did you even know 
there's an abandoned Russian theme park in Japan? Neither did I, but now 
I have to go there sometime in this lifetime. 


her bike. It was already more than enough that Ana was nice, so her living 
in the middle of everything made it too good to be true. This was to be my 
home for the next two weeks, and I wouldn't even have to pay a thing— 
unless I wanted to. 

Like a caricature of any single artist living alone, the apartment also 
came with a sinkful of crusty dishes and random piles of clutter on every 
available surface. There were tubes of paint, coins in foreign currencies 
from past travels, taxidermy tools (So that explains the crow!), and slides of 
paintings and promotional materials she was working on for an upcoming 
show. Out of sheer guilt from having lucked-out so impossibly, I proceeded 
to straighten up everything in sight and wash the fuck out of those dishes 
before passing out on the couch. I was woken up a few minutes before 
dawn by Ana, who had just gotten home. "Dude, do you have OCD? You 
need to relax." 

The next day, we visited her friend's apartment and baked cookies, but 
after that I would rarely see Ana in the daytime. We developed a routine 
around the many things she was working on, a routine which meant 
staying up 'til the break of dawn sipping tea and babbling, trying not to 
pass out from exhaustion. "It was my birthday last week," she told me that 
first night, "and my uncle told me he was disappointed that I wasn't making 
a lot of money and that all I wanted to do was travel." 

"I turned 27—that's just a few years from 30. Your body probably 
starts to deteriorate around that time, but your soul's another story." I on 
the other hand was 23, too wide-eyed and overwhelmed to accurately 
process whatever awful thing it was that being 30 signified. She took a sip 
of tea and continued, "But what the fuck are you gonna do with money 
anyway? Sit on a beach?" 

"What the fuck are you gonna do with money anyway?" was a recurring 
question, and one I had been entertaining even before I graduated from 
college, when I began working at a multinational company. How was 
I supposed to know that this was where the little I had saved up would 
be going; that in a few months, I would be surfing the couch of someone 
who by all definitions was a stranger? By all definitions, Chicago was a 
strange place. But its claws were no sharper than Manila's, its people no 
more threatening; and even if I was living out of a duffel bag, it had all the 
trappings and comforts of home. These were things I probably would not 
have learned, had I opted to stay with family or break the bank on a hotel 
room. 

The world was full of promise and potential, but it's up to you to figure 
out what that really meant. Before resigning, I had dreams of stock options 
and climbing the ladder thanks to my glorious employment record. Again, 
all promise and potential. I still haven't seen Hostel, but I've heard horror 
stories about couchsurfing, about travel, about strangers. Then again, what 
haven't I heard horror stories about? Even something as harmless as sitting 
on a beach has its horror stories. 

So for the record, this only happened once in my life under the best 
and most fortunate of circumstances. Now I'm not sure I want to try it 
again, lest I taint that first experience with one that could only cancel out 
the good things I have to say about couchsurfing and global freeloading. 
On my last night/morning in Chicago, Ana came home earlier than usual, 
only to doze off in my lap while telling me about what had happened at 
work earlier. I carefully slipped a pillow under her head, left a note on the 
kitchen counter, along with the keys, and made my way to the airport. We 
are still in touch. 

Also, the Flaming Lips played a two-hour set, one that included 
"Enthusiasm for Life Defeats Existential Fear". It was great. 
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PLAYBOY Philippines presents the biggest back-to-school acquiantance party of the year! 

It’s the 3rd annual PLAYBOY Academy featuring the country’s foremost colleges and universities. 

Aside from introducing the PLAYBOY brand and lifestyle to the discrening student, the PLAYBOY Academy 
Acquiantance Party is also a fund-raising campaign directed at enabling the country’s out-of-school youth 
to exercise their right to education. PLAYBOY Academy is brought to you by Gives Back Foundation. 


A DANCE SHOWDOWN 

“MAKE YOUR MOVE” 

Watch out this July 

For tickets reservation and inquiries 

Please call or text @ 0917-PLAYBOY / 0922-869-6163/ 687-62-91/ 0922-869-6162 

look for Ally or Jobie 
www.playboyph.com 
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MARSTON 

and 

COOPER 


HEFNER 

BY: BILL ZEHME • PHOTOGRAPH BY: BRIAN BOWEN SMITH 


HEPS TEENAGE SONS GO PUBLIC ABOUT OUTWITTING MANISON SECURITY GUARDS, 
DEALING WITH FAMOUS LAST NAME, GETTING SEX ADVICE FROM DAD AND HOW THEY’LL 

RUN WHEN THEY TAKE OVER 


Q1 

PLAYBOY: What happens in the real world when people learn 
your name is Hefner, as in that Hefner? 

COOPER: It’s a blessing and a burden. It’s not that I’m not a 
social person, because I enjoy spending time with people. But 
when I walk into a room, I feel that if they know who I am or 
they hear the last name, I’m going to be judged negatively as 
well as positively. For instance, if I do something wrong or make 
a mistake or if I’m pissed off at somebody, they assume, He’s 
doing it because he thinks he’s better than us. And that’s not 
the case. That’s the burden aspect of it. 

MARSTON: Some people are always going to project “He’s a 
spoiled brat” or “He thinks he’s so cool.” But when you know 
you’re being judged, it’s kind of fun to change that judgment 
or play around with it a little. You seem to automatically have 
this power over people because you’re this “iconic figure” 
at least by blood relation and they’re waiting for you to say 


something so they can follow your lead. It’s fun to break 
the mold and the perception and sometimes say as little as 
possible. I like to be a follower as well as a leader. 

Q2 

PLAYBOY: With the enviable distinction of growing up in and 
next door to the Playboy Mansion comes the responsibility 
of pulling boyhood pranks, Mansion-style. Let’s list a few of 
your classics. 

MARSTON: We’ve always liked to shake things up a little. I 
remember one movie night, maybe 10 years ago, we tied a 
see-through string to a wallet with a fake $100 bill poking 
out of it, which we laid on the floor of the Great Hall, where 
people go back and forth into the movie. We hid up on the 
balcony, and whenever somebody tried to pick up the wallet, 
we’d wiggle it a little and inch it away so they couldn’t grab it. 
They would have a perplexed look and be like, Huh? and try 
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to grab it again. Eventually we’d yank it all the way upstairs, 
and then they’d get the gag. 

COOPER:Wegotin soooo much trouble when we were younger. 
Also, during parties when other companies had rented out 
the property, we’d sneak over with our friends nobody really 
knows this wearing camouflage or all black. We’d stake out 
the action from the bushes with walkie-talkies and make fun 
of drunk people. We would make birdcalls and do stuff to get 
their attention. Or we’d shoot air-assault guns at them. I’d say 
on the walkie-talkie, “Okay, you see the drunk girl in the red 
dress? Shoot her on three! One, two, three.” The girl would 
go, “Ahhhhr See, we could beat the system because we knew 
where the security cameras were. 

Q3 

PLAYBOY: Marston, you’re 18 and in college. Cooper, you’re 
17 and in high school. Some people must desperately want 
to be your friends, for obvious reasons not least being access 
to Dad’s house, which happens to be one that has shaped 
adolescent dreams by the millions. How do you handle that? 
MARSTON: Everybody brings up the Mansion first, the 
stereotypical idea of it “Oh my God! Boobies! Running 
around! Boobs, everywhere, boobs! What’s that like?” 
Everybody has a fantasy about it. Whatever their sexual 
desire is, that’s what the Playboy Mansion is to them. But I 
sometimes mistook such curiosity for a sign that somebody 
wanted to use me. I had a pretty good friend, and one day 
we brought some girls over. Suddenly he started walking 
around shuffling out all these facts about the house, almost 
as if he lived here. Slowly I began to realize the people who 
use you are more undercover, and itis harder to sense right 
away. You pick it up in snippets, and then you’re like, Oh, 
okay. Noted. 

COOPER: When I was younger I had a defense mechanism 
set up in my head. It would make me uncomfortable when 
people asked about the property. Now when you get the 
reaction “This place is unreal!” it’s more that they don’t 
understand our lifestyle. They don’t get it when you say, 
“There’s nothing to do here.” But when you live here and 
come here every single day, you see the same things. 
Anybody else would be like, “Let’s go see monkeys!” But I 
don’t want to see monkeys. I’d rather go bowling than play 
with monkeys. 

Q4 

PLAYBOY: You guys come ana go through a gate in the wall 
from the house next door, where you moved with your mom, 
Kimberly, a little more than 10 years ago, after your parents 
separated. What were you thinking when that happened? 
COOPER: At the time I didn’t understand what was going 
on with the whole separation. I was like six and in second 
grade, and Marston was in third grade. It became clearer as 
we got older, but at first it was hard for both of us to deal. 
We realize now that our circumstances are unbelievable: 
Our parents live next door to each other and are separated, 
but we all have strong relationships with one another. How 
much better can it get? We’re fortunate, I think. 

MARSTON: We’re really lucky. They’ll be connected forever no 
matter what. I don’t understand why they’re not divorced, as 
most people think they are, because we know their relationship 
isn’t sexual or physical and he has had a ton of different 
girlfriends. But I think he likes to know he will always have the 
woman he loved as part of his life. Maybe it has a lot to do with 
us, too. We couldn’t ask for a better scenario, really. 


Q5 

PLAYBOY: How do they split their parenting duties? What has 
been the disciplinary chain of command? 

COOPER: When we got into trouble when we were younger, 
both of them dealt with us. Dad would give us the serious 
talks, and then Mom would step in as the punisher. The 
parental conversations we have with him are very relaxed. 
It’s more searching for an understanding than shouting. He 
says, “Listen, here’s what you did wrong. Let’s figure out how 
to make it right.” I’ve always felt that worked better. But he’s 
not a hands-on parent, and that was hard for us to deal with 
sometimes. You see your friends going to Lakers games with 
their dads, and you want to do more of that. 

MARSTON: We have gone to a few Lakers games, but we 
wanted more. He’s just a homebody. He’s not the best parent 
in the sense that he has grown up with this company and 
now he’s totally enveloped by it. He’s more of a hands-off 
parent, which gives him a lot of good insights, because when 
you observe something from a little distance you don’t have 
those daily biases. On the other hand, Mom was the punching 
bag. We could do whatever we wanted to her. We could be 
total dicks to her, and she would always be there for us, no 
matter what. We never took it out on Dad. 

06 

PLAYBOY: Lor the past five decades young guys have been 
known to hide their prized issues of playboy from their parents. 
What do you hide from yours? 

COOPER: We’ve always had an open relationship with both 
our parents. Lor instance, I’ve never really hidden anything 
from them. We probably had a different problem. When we 
invite people over I immediately start planning in my head, 
Where can I take my friends where there aren’t boobs? Like 
pictures of them on display. It was so normal growing up 
and seeing boobs. You’re surrounded! 

MARSTON: But there’s also Lun in the Sun on Sundays, when 
Playmates come over and sunbathe nude, play volleyball 
topless or whatever. Mom had that shut down after we were 
born, but it started again a few years ago. Not that we’re 
ever supposed to be around for it. 

PLAYBOY: By the way, what do the youngest of Hefners consider 
to be pornography? 

COOPER: It bothers me when people call playboy 
pornography. I think pornography is a derogatory word, 
one that a lot of people don’t know how to begin to define. 
I’ve always had trouble with the magazine getting lumped 
in with it. 

MARSTON: I don’t feel playboy is porn. I never thought about 
it that way. It bugs me now. It’s an easy target, a scapegoat, 
which started with the religious right. I think pornography 
is defined by the taste of who is looking at it. It’s not as 
simple as black-and-white. The word itself is bullshit. It’s 
judgment Puritan ethics that still hang on. 

08 

PLAYBOY: Describe the surreal experience of not only seeing 
naked pictures of your mother regularly but knowing your 
friends have probably seen them too. 

MARSTON: That’s awkward for me. It’s your mom, naked. 
Imagine that, and then imagine watching TV with your friends 
in a room where, on top of the TV, there’s a big picture of your 
mom naked. Imagine wondering what they’re really looking 
at. 
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COOPER: I stopped going into that room, the library in the 
Mansion because of that. It just made me uncomfortable. I’ll 
go in there by myself, but I stopped going in there with friends. 
It’s like the fat elephant in the room. 

Q9 

PLAYBOY: Your dad is famously a creature of habit who, 
after the separation, established a weekly Family Night at the 
Mansion to help everyone stay connected. How have those 
nights evolved over the years? 

COOPER: Family Night started drifting about four years ago 
when I transferred to boarding school during eighth grade. 
In the beginning all of us would sit down and watch episodes 
of The Simpsons, South Park and Family Guy. We would also 
play board games, which Marston liked more than I did, then 
we’d all eat together, and that would be it. But when you get 
to a certain point in adolescence, you don’t want to spend 
much time with your parents anymore. It wasn’t that we were 
rebellious; my priority had become my friends. But I think it 
was hard for Dad. We started skipping out on him. I think it 
was our fault for not making the effort. 

MARSTON: If I could go back, I wouldn’t have stopped going 
to Family Night. You understand things a lot more as you 
get older. I don’t think we understood how it was affecting 
him or us, really. I thought the dad was supposed to take the 
initiative, but we should have too. In the beginning I remember 
we’d play the board game Sorry! a lot. How’s that for a clueless 
metaphor now? 

Q10 

PLAYBOY: What are you better at than your father? 
MARSTON: [Laughs] A lot. I’m better than him at video 
games. I’m better than him at backgammon, which kills him. 
Hell, yeah. Every time I beat him, he cries a little tear. He 
cries himself to sleep. He’s going to be pissed when he reads 
this. Also I’m better than him at sports, and so is Cooper. I 
was going to say at dancing, but he actually has something 
happening there, whether or not he knows it. I steal his 
moves. He is cool out there because his moves are so uncool. 
That dance of his could be trendsetting. It’s amazing! He’s a 
disco inferno from another planet. 

COOPER: I do the best impression of his dance moves. Have 
you seen him? It’s not about moving to the rhythm but more 
like “Oh? What am I doing here? Who are you, young lady?” 
He’s utterly confused, moving his body, the fast shuffles, the 
crazy elbows, as if he’s not sure what he’s doing. And all these 
girls on both sides are freaking on him. It should be awkward, 
but it isn’t for him. It sort of works. Nobody alive can dance 
like him. 

Qll 

PLAYBOY: Let’s explore Genetics 101: Your father likes to 
say that, together, you are him split down the middle. What 
does that mean, and in what ways do you most take after your 
parents? 

MARSTON: We probably have a little bit of both of them 
working for us. Our mom has a very strong personality, and my 
brother and I both have very strong personalities. She is very 
assertive, and we are assertive, but we try to be a little more 
diplomatic. She tends to be a little “My way or the highway.” 
It’s weird and awkward to compare myself to my dad, but I 
know he likes to make those comparisons. I like to write, and 
I’m very motivated. If I want to get something done, I’ll get it 
done, which is kind of how playboy got started, if you think 
about it. Cooper has a little more of Dad’s wild side. He’ll go to 
parties and shake it up a little. 


COOPER: Oddly enough, even though we spend more time 
with Mom than with Dad, I feel we’re both more like him than 
her. In addition to the physical resemblance to him, we’re 
probably more open to things and aren’t as guarded as Mom 
can be. Marston, like Dad, is very interested and involved 
in human rights. He has my dad’s sense of loyalty, and he’s 
very self-disciplined. But as a kid, Dad was into drawing and 
writing and making movies, and I am too. When I was 11 or 
12 I put out this newspaper called The -Cooper Times, and I’d 
drop off copies at the doors of everyone living at the Mansion. 
I didn’t know it at the time, but when he was growing up he 
did the same thing in his Chicago neighborhood. 

Q12 

PLAYBOY: Take us on a Hefner brothers filmmaking 
retrospective. What belongs in your highlight reel? 

MARSTON: Our most famous one. This is when I also used 
to make movies, before Cooper took over. It was called The 
Mansion. There wasn’t much plot. We just ran around the 
property. I would chase my friend and his accomplice, whom 
we’d beat up in various spots around the house. 

COOPER: That’s what all our movies are like; funny, stupid 
sketch comedy starring us and our friends. But I love shooting 
and editing movies. We also made a music video with our 
friend Austin, sort of mimicking the AFI song “Miss Murder,” 
in which you could almost see pictures of Dad hanging on 
the walls behind the action. We got nearly 200,000 -YouTube 
views of it! 

Q13 

PLAYBOY: Which of you would be more inclined to have 
multiple girlfriends at once? 

MARSTON: I’m not going to have multiple girlfriends, not at 
the same time. I can’t imagine doing that. 

COOPER: I can imagine doing that-. I don’t think it’s an odd 
thing to do. You date around to try to find a connection with 
some girl. I’ve already gotten in trouble and had the revolving- 
door conversation with my mom. Meaning, one girl comes in 
the front door while the other one gets pushed out the back. 
We do not have a revolving door in this house! She’s all about 
one girlfriend at a time. 

Q14 

PLAYBOY: Your dad lost ms virginity well into his college 
years, but it’s a different world now for 17- and 18-year-olds. 
Where are you in terms of crossing over to the other side? Did 
Mr. Playboy himself offer any fatherly advice on the topic? 
COOPER: We’re both on the other side of it. Actually, I did go to 
him beforehand. He said, “If youire going to do it, make sure 
your feelings are mutual, and practice safe sex.” That sort of 
covered it. 

MARSTON: We’ve crossed that bridge, yes. It’s the kind of thing 
you build up in your mind. Then when you’re there, you’re like, 
This is it! This is the quintessential moment that will define 
my entire existence! And then it doesn’t. 

Q15 

PLAYBOY: At this stage of your lives, how much fun can the 
sons of Hugh M. Hefner have at a major Playboy Mansion 
party? 

MARSTON: The Halloween party is fun because the haunted 
house on the tennis court is so impressive. I’ve brought all of 
my crushes through, and they cower, then they jump on me 
for protection, which is cool. And I like dancing at parties. 
But I have Uncle Joe, who’s in charge of security and whom 
I’ve known my entire life, watching me grind on this girl. 
That’s rough. 
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COOPER: Oh yeah! Plus the video department is filming 
everything that happens at the parties. You’re like, Ugh, my 
mom is going to be seeing this! It’s almost as if a bunch of spies 
are looking at you, because you grew up with these people. 
It’s like, Shit, what incriminating pictures are they gonna take 
of us? The house, you know, it’s always watching! 

Q16 

PLAYBOY: So daily life at the Mansion isn’t dissimilar from 
life at the White House -part residence, part bustling hub 
of power. 

MARSTON: My mom has always reminded us that this is more 
of a corporate environment than a home. “Do you know how 
much Dad has to pay for these rooms?” But I’ve grown up with 
and loved the Mansion employees. They’re cool and interesting 
-the office people, the butlers, even the security guys we’ve 
had some awkward dealings with. Whenever we pulled pranks, 
the real element of risk was that we never knew where the 
security guards were posted. But that just heightened the fun 
until they caught us, if they caught us. 

COOPER: Sometimes we would get into confrontations with 
the security people because we were doing something we 
weren’t supposed to. Other times we never quite knew how 
we got caught. This is pretty funny: When we were eight or 
nine, it’s not even that you understand what nudity or sex is. 
They had Playboy TV on here at the game house. To mess with 
friends, we’d click it on for five seconds for shock effect and 
then change it quick. I remember it was channel 10. One day 
we came in and I started clicking the remote, got to channel 
nine and then said, “Okay, you guys ready?” So I pressed 
and it went straight to 11. We were all pissed off because we 
figured my mom had it shut down. Maybe the Mansion video 
department tipped her off. We still don’t exactly know. 

Q17 

PLAYBOY: Your birth dates have sort of a mathematical magic. 
Marston, like your father, was born on April 9 and Cooper on 
September 4, which means, if you go in for such things, you’re 
numerically the inverse of each another: 9/4 and 4/9. What 
else might that mean? 

MARSTON: I think it means we were born to coexist very well 
and in the future we will work as a team. The thing I value 
most is that we feed off each other in social situations. Even 
though we have different interests, we joke that when we grow 
older we’re going to be not only the best brothers but a great 
fucking solid team. 

COOPER: I think the birth-date thing is ironic. Even my mom 
and grandma are 8/6 and 6/8. But here’s a good example 
of our teamwork: Recently we were in Barcelona, where the 
drinking age is lower and wine at dinner is a normality. We 
were at dinner with our friends from Spain, and I had a glass of 
wine but wanted another one. I told the girl next to me to look 
at my watch because I was going to show her a magic trick. 
It was about 10:45, and I said, “I’m going to make this watch 
move to 12 o’clock.” As she was staring at my watch, Marston 
snatched her wineglass and gave it to me. The watch didn’t 
change to 12:00. 

MARSTON: But she never knew. Brotherly magic! 

Q18 

PLAYBOY: Do you guys imagine yourselves running Playboy 
one day? Where do you see the magazine heading by that 
time? 


MARSTON: To be honest, I want to first go find my own thing 
to do for a while. But if there were this urgent need for me 
to join the company, I might consider it. Our sister, Christie, 
has a strong and positive hold on the business right now. 
She’s great, I love her. But down the road, I’d say it would 
probably need to take a different direction. In the 1960s we 
had amazing civil rights leaders doing interviews or writing 
stories for the magazine. The fight is still out there. The civil 
rights movement may not be that big, but we could still do 
articles on edgy things that people are afraid to talk about 
and appeal to forward thinkers. 

COOPER: I definitely want to be involved with the company. 
It’s an interest of mine, and I like business. I agree the direction 
will change, since everything needs to keep changing, right? If 
I were to take over the company or have a say in what’s going 
on, I’d want the girls to be presented more as they were in the 
pictorials back in the 1950s and 1960s, kind of artsy, classy. I 
would like to bring back that retro-class feel. 

Q19 

PLAYBOY: Would either of you consider one day succeeding 
your father as master of the Mansion by making it your 
primary residence? 

MARSTON: No. I just want a nice, roomy country home, maybe 
one-story ranch-style, with a wife, a dog and a big countryside 
view. That would make me more than happy. 

COOPER: Really? I think I’d do it. I like it here a lot. I love L.A., 
and if I lived in L.A. I would want a house with a fairly large 
property. I still feel this is my home, and it’s comfortable. I 
would like to live here. 

Q20 

PLAYBOY: All right, as princes of the kingdom, how about 
sharing your insider tips for properly appreciating the 
swimming pool’s legendary Grotto? 

MARSTON: The Grotto’s probably the weirdest place on the 
property. It’s like entering the twilight zone. There is something 
magical about it, maybe because it’s so hot and it makes you 
woozy. It gets a woman right in the mood. Then again, on the 
day after a big party, sometimes a tampon suddenly floats up 
out of nowhere to the right of the woman and it takes away 
the mood, fast! 

COOPER: You’re right. After parties it’s a little murky, and you 
don’t want to touch it. But I’ve seen them drain the pool. That’s 
why I’m not scared to swim in it. The pool team goes in with 
hazmat suits and gas masks. They scrub it for hours at a time. 
I’ve seen them. It’s wildly chlorinated, which is good. Your eyes 
burn when you’re in there. So it’s well taken care of for what it 
goes through. Thank God! 
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I t’s no secret that the Philippines is overpopulated, now 
at approximately 90 million people. Certain studies 
have claimed that the country’s carrying capacity 
the capacity of our current resources, prvoduction 
rates, government services, et cetera, to support a human 
population is 125 million. An annual growth rate of 2% 
isn’t wreally much help: that translates to 4 babies being 
born every minute, and 3.4 million pregnancies a year. 
That means we’ll reach our carrying capacity within 20 
years. And what are we doing about it? 

Many groups from various sectors advocate curbing 
population growth. If there are fewer people being born 
every minute, providers of essential products and services 
and natural resources have time to adapt to the growing 
needs of our population. But how can we control, or perhaps 
just slow, population growth? It’s a debate filled with 
much mud-slinging, questions of morality and methods, 
advocacies of many shapes and colors, definitions (“When 
does life truly begin?”), and controversial topics (abortion, 
natural versus artificial family planning methods). 

For Sex and Sensibilities (SAS), it’s really simple: Women 
Know Real Men Wear Condoms . Ana Santos talks to 
Playboy about their new ad campaign, which aims not just 
to help prevent unwanted pregnancies, but to advocate 
condom use as a safe, easy way for men to participate in 
the birth control process. 

WHO’S IN CHARGE, ANYWAY? 

With condoms sold freely at convenience and drug 
stores, you might think a condom campaign unnecessary. 
It’s the sensible thing to do after all: if you’re going to do the 
deed, do it safely, right? And yet, according to the National 
Statistical Coordination Board (NSCB), “the Philippines’ 
policy making and coordinating body on statistical matters,” 
our population shows only 50.7% contraceptive prevalence 
rate as of 2008. Compare that to Indonesia’s 58% in 2005, 


Thailand’s 72% and Vietnam’s 76% in 2006. Those are 
numbers for contraceptives in general; of that 50.7%, 
condom use makes up only 2.3%. Methods like withdrawal 
and rhythm are more widely used, at 9.8% and 6.4% 
respectively. The pill, a more costly artificial method used 
by women, makes up 15%. With numbers like that, is it 
any wonder we have 3.4 million pregnancies a year? 

It is interesting to note that most of the contraceptive 
methods listed in the study apply only to women: aside 
from the pill, there’s female sterilization, IUC, injectables, 
the Billings ovulation method, lactational amenorrhea, 
and the rhythm method. Only withdrawal and condoms 
are the means of contraception in the list where men are 
the active proponents. And vasectomies aren’t even listed 
in the study. 

Results like these would have women’s groups up in 
arms. Is contraception only the concern of the female? 
Why should women bear the sole responsibility of 
contraception? In this day and age of equal rights and 
gender sensitivity, why should women be the only ones 
wxorrying about unplanned pregnancies and sexually- 
transmitted diseases? 

CONDOMS? NO THANKS. 

While many men are always use a condom to arm 
against unplanned pregnancies and STDs, many more 
men are unwilling. Said Alex, age 31: “From what I know 
from my friends (guys and girls alike), apparently they 
like the ‘bare feeling.’” Many men agree. 

“It feels way better without.” 

“It has to do with sensitivity. Most men say it doesn’t 
feel the same when wearing a condom.” 

“The experience is different.” 


PLAYBOY 91 


“WHENIWASYOUNGER,IWASWORRIED 
THAT I MIGHT BE QUESTIONED. LIKE, 
‘AREN’T YOU TOO YOUNG TO BE 
BUYING CONDOMS?’ EVEN IF I WAS 
LEGAL, I WASN’T SURE THAT I LOOKED 
LEGAL. AND THE THOUGHT OF BEING 
STOPPED LIKE THAT SCARED ME.” 


“Guys think that it deadens the feeling. If you’re 
using a cheap condom, that really could happen.” Casual 
surveys among male acquaintances revealed that men 
who don’t want to use condoms would rather resort to 
withdrawal. “To hell with the consequences,” Alex says of 
such people. 

For some guys, the reason is different: it’s embarrassing 
to be seen buying condoms. Many a comic strip and TV show 
has parodied the situation: a guy is trying to buy condoms 
discreetly, trying to be as inconspicuous as possible, and 
a cashier, or worse, another customer, happens upon him 
and makes loud, very noticeable comments. The poor guy 
is either reprimanded for being an immoral pervert, or 
given conspicuous and unwelcome advice. “Oh don’t use 
that brand. I find this one is much better.” In one Pugad 
Baboy strip, the cashier was an elderly person who had to 
yell to ask about the condom’s cost. 

Ted, age 30, shares: “When I was younger, I was worried 
that I might be questioned. Like, ‘Aren’t you too young to 
be buying condoms?’ Even if I was legal, I wasn’t sure that 
I looked legal. And the thought of being stopped like that 
scared me.” 


NO SHAME IN SAFETY 

It’s thinking like this—the embarrassment of being 
branded a sex fiend, and the selfish preference for 
unprotected sex just because it feels better—that pushed 
Sex and Sensibilities to start this campaign to promote 
condom use among sexually active men. Ana Santos says, 
“This is a trademark campaign of SAS. We’ve come up with 
other campaigns that promote values that we believe in: 
self-love, positive sexuality. ‘Real Men Wear Condoms’ 
was the original concept title. When we pulled it out 
into execution, we ended with ‘Women Know Real Men 
Wear Condoms.’ It was inspired by the campaign: ‘Real 
Men Wear Pink,’ the whole point of which is that wearing 
a traditionally feminine color in no way diminishes the 
masculinity of a real man.” 

Indeed, wouldn’t a real man rather keep on having sex, 
without fear of fathering unwanted children or acquiring 
some horribledisease? The men we surveyed agreed. “The 
discomfort of waiting in line while you buy condoms is 
nothing compared to waiting in an STD clinic,” quipped 
Ronald, 37. More emphatically, Ted says, “Some people 
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“WHEN YOU BECOME INTIMATE 
WITH SOMEONE, YOU ENTRUST 
NOT JUST YOUR BODY BUT 
ALSO YOUR HEALTH.” 


feel that the only people who should use condoms are 
gay men and hookers. That’s bullshit! If you care about 
your partner’s sexual health heck, if you cared about your 
partner at all you should be responsible for your decisions 
and actions.” 

These are the reactions SAS hopes for. “The broader 
objective was to engage men in the birth control process. 
When you look at the threads in female websites like 
Female Network, for example, there are many comments 
about how men don’t want to wear condoms. It’s like the 
men are putting the responsibility of birth control solely on 
women, whenit in fact shouldbe a joint responsibility.’’And 
why be embarrassed, when you’re only looking after your 
health? “There was also a goal to de-stigmatize condoms. 
Take off that label that it’s only for hookers and gay men; 
that it’s embarrassing to buy condoms. We wanted to de¬ 
bunk all of that by using straight men promoting condom 
use and making it look hip and sexy to do it. Like how the 
Marlboro man makes smoking cool.” 

PERSONS RESPONSIBLE 

Why is SAS doing this, anyway? It’s all part of the 
mission. The website (sexandsensibilities.com) proclaims: 
“Sex and Sensibilities, as its name implies, is a balance 
of sex and responsible choice. It is a site that hopes to 
be your trusted haven to get practical information about 
sex; a private place where your questions about sexuality 
will be answered with compassion, intelligence, and most 
importantly, always with honesty and respect for your 
choice.” 

Through this new campaign, SAS hopes to reach 
everyone who’s not just sexually active, but young men in 
particular. “As soon as you make the decision to become 
sexually active, you should use condoms,” reasons Santos. 
“That’s also why we have a slew of different men from 
the elusive bachelor to the young college guys to the DJs 
from Boys’ Night Out. Condoms are for everyone. Men 
need to be engaged in the birth control process and need 
to acknowledge that it is their responsibility, too. There 
are actually only two birth control options open to men: 
condoms and vasectomy. The latter is a more permanent 
option and should only be considered after having children. 
So that leaves condoms. The dual protection offered by a 
condom is a bonus. ’’Santos’ partners in this endeavor are 
Dual Action Blender, an ad agency led by Ricky Santillan, 
and Isabelle Tarpault. 

This campaign will form part of SAS’ other activities, 
primarily the ‘Triple S Sexual Health Workshops,’ which 


covers three topics: Sexy - safer sex and STI prevention; 
Sassy - sexual health rights; and Safe - stigma and 
discrimination or being free from it. 

It seems like a simple effort—trying to get more men 
to use condoms—but it carries with it a dual purpose. 
First, behavioral change: make condom use second nature. 
Second, a change of mindset: condoms are not dirty nor 
are they embarrassing to buy. Santos concedes, “It will take 
a while to achieve this, but it has to start somewhere.” 

THE MEN IN THE SPOTLIGHT 

So who are the brave souls who’ve agreed to put their 
names and faces on this campaign? There’s Harry Tan, 34, 
whom they’re calling the ‘elusive bachelor.’ “I was maybe 
14 when my Dad first had ‘the talk’ with me”, Harry says 
recalling the father and son talk that set the tone for his 
adolescence and later on, adulthood. Because of that, he 
has always thought that using condoms was no big deal. 

“He ingrained in me that I should only start a family 
when I’m ready and I should take precautions. Later on, 
I realized the deeper meaning of what my Dad told me 
- you should take control of your destiny, your life.” 
The youngest advocate in this campaign is 18-year-old 
student Alex Von Ramm. When Alex was asked if he would 
participate in this campaign, he readily said yes, though 
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he was a bit surprised. “Well, I was surprised that people 
still had to make campaigns to persuade people to use 
condoms.” 

Alex says that says growing up in Germany, sex 
education was taught as early as Grade 3 and refresher 
courses were taught every year. Topics like the hazards of 
getting a disease or getting someone pregnant were openly 
discussed. “We had quite a lot of fun in the class. We were 
taught that it is dangerous to have sex without a condom 
unless you made the decision to have a child and were 
checked for diseases.” 

And then there are the guys from Boys’ Night Out: Sam 
YG, Slick Rick and Tony Toni. “It’s just second nature 
to me,” says Tony Toni. Having studied in Canada, he 
was also exposed to the importance of safer sex. He is 
somewhat surprised though by how some girls are the 
ones who actually don’t want guys to wear condoms. “I 
tell them I have premature ejaculation. I’m a premmie.” 
Tony Toni is known for his sardonic humor. “If you can’t 
control it, at least be responsible about it. There is also a 
growing number of STDs that are spreading and a lot of 
young guys and girls seem to be ignorant about the whole 
thing. As they say, spread the love, not the virus,” says 
Sam YG, serious, but with a cocky nod of his head and a 
knowing look. 

“It’s just about responsibility, but also about trust,” 
says Slick Rick. “When you become intimate with someone, 
you entrust not just your body but also your health.” 
They all agree that boys will be boys just as much as girls 
just wanna have fun, but you have to do all of that with 
responsibly. 

“Rising number of HIV infections, the huge number of 
single mothers. You know, these are real issues. And issues 
that listeners ask us to talk about.” 

NAYSAYERS 

It’s inevitable that some people will take this campaign 
badly. Only too recently, actor Robin Padilla signed a deal 
with DKT Philippines, Inc., maker of Trust and Frenzy 
condoms, toendorse Trust. In a 30-second advertisement, 
Padilla advocates (1) thinking before you act; (2) protecting 
against unwanted pregnancy; and (3) protecting against 
disease. Sensible things, don’t you think? 


And yet there are those who felt the advertisement 
promoted promiscuity and was an “attack on public 
morality.” Atty. Jo Imbong of the CBCP, then an Ang 
Kapatiran senatorial candidate, “together with Atty. James 
Imbong, on Friday filed as taxpayers a case at the Regional 
Trial Court of Quezon City, asking the court to put a stop 
to the airing and posting of condom ads on television, 
radio, the web, magazines, and billboards around main 
thoroughfares in the metropolis. In particular, the case 
names DKT Philippines, Inc., the maker of Trust and 
Frenzy condoms, and product endorser Robin Padilla as 
defendants.” The party’s presidential bet, JC Delos Reyes, 
backed the Imbongs. For his part, De los Reyes said he 
supported Imbong’s move. “I am aghast that my children 
are asking why condoms are being sold in convenience 
stores beside candies,” he told Inquirer.net.” A few months 
earlier, it was then-Health secretary Esperanza Cabral who 
was in the spotlight for distributing condoms on Valentine’s 
Day. Many individuals and advocacy groups applauded 
Cabral’s stand. The Manila Bulletin reported, “‘Yes to 
Secretary Cabral! Yes to condoms!’ the groups shouted at 
the DoH compound in Tayuman, Manila yesterday while a 
red mascot representing the controversial condom stood in 
the middle of Cabral’s supporters. Cabral briefly excused 
herself from a meeting in her office and personally thanked 
the groups for supporting the DoH. ‘Thank you very much 
to all of you. You can count on the DoH to protect and 
promote the health of the Filipinos,’ she said.” 

Philippine Star columnist Babe Romualdez even said, “It 
is unfortunate that Noynoy Aquino and Gilbert Teodoro 
backtracked and withdrew their support for the RH bill 
when in fact the SWS said a majority of Catholics are for 
the RH Bill. This kind of turnaround is obviously borne 
out of political convenience. I think if there’s anyone who 
should run for president, it should be Esperanza Cabral. 
And pardon me, Ma’am - but you have the balls to stand up 
for what you really believe in - and you’re absolutely right. 
If not president, this one hell of a lady should be made 
DOH Secretary - for life!” 

And yet there were those again, the conservative 
Catholics who did not approve. Headlines on both the 
Inquirer website and the GMA news site showed that the 
bishops were unhappy. 

We’ve seen how they’re treating such personalities as 
Padilla and Cabral, and their efforts to curb this country 
of its population problem through the simple use of 
condoms. Will Santos’ campaign fare better? Perhaps if SAS 
is attacked and criticized, then that will be an indication of 
the campaign’s reach and effectiveness. In the meantime, 
SAS continues on the advocacy of safe sex, and is armed 
with condoms. Watch out. 
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We want you! PLAYBOY is looking for the most beautiful women to grace our pages. 

Attend our Casting Calls and see if you have what it takes to become part of the PLAYBOY family! 



* 


November 19 
Davao 


For venue details visit www.playboyph.com or follow us on facebook 

FOR MANILA CASTING CALLS: 

Drop by our office at 2502-C West Tower, Philippine Stock Exchange Centre, Ortigas Center, Pasig City! 
Casting Calls are held every Friday, from 1 PM onwards. Bring your set cards! 

For inquiries, please contact Ms. Beng Miranda at mdmiranda@pbphil.com, or call: 
631-2288 / 687-6291 / 0917-4040932 / 0917-5759380/ 0917-PLAYBOY 
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I n one of the more popular Philosophy classes in the 
top universities in Manila, a seat lay vacant for two 
consecutive weeks. It was the middle of the semester, 
and the priest who taught the class was one of the 
less boring ones whom the student normally lined up 
hours for. It may be unheard of, but this was one class that 
students actually loved, to the point that several would sit 
in just to hear the jolly priest’s well-loved anecdotes. One 
student stopped attending the class without notice though, 
and her groupmates in the class started to get worried. She 
went back to class after two weeks, and to one classmate’s 
prodding, she revealed that she had been hospitalized 
because she has been subsisting merely on diet soda and 
cigarettes for a month. 

Though this case may be one of the more extreme 
ones, the existence of anorexia in the Philippines is indeed 
becoming more rampant. Characterized as one’s compulsive 
fear of weight gain and eating, anorexia builds a distorted 
self-perception by instilling in the person’s mind the need to 
be thin, and subsequently, more beautiful. 

Signs and symptoms of eating disorders such as 
anorexia include intense weight loss in a short period of 
time, obsession with calorie intake, and excessive exercise. 
More evident would be the constant self-starvation, and the 
occasional purging, which is in itself another disease known 
as bulimia - eating substantially and purging afterwards. 
People suffering from these eating disorders are normally 
overtly sensitive about being perceived as fat. They are 
more often than not battling with issues of control, trying to 
gain control of their food intake, and controlling their self¬ 
esteem. 


It’s by now common knowledge how there exists a 
certain notion that being thin is more appealing than being 
of average weight. Media, though sometimes in denial, 
somehow propelled the rise of the skinny girls - showing 
how skinny girls get all the men, how they can wear all the 
great outfits, and can generally succeed better in life. In 
the Filipino society where familial ties and feasts are very 
prevalent, your aunts still constantly exclaim how much 
weight you’ve gained while offering you more lechon to stuff 
your face with. As you can see, there are indeed some major 
inconsistencies that happened somewhere along the lines. 

In the advent of plastic surgery and diet pills, our 
society makes it appear like there is now no excuse for 
ugliness. Some diet pills claim weight loss success from 18- 
20 lbs. in a month to 8 lbs. in three days. Whereas then these 
pills were hard to acquire, now they are now being sold for as 
low as twenty pesos per dosage, selling from obscure stalls 
in Quiapo to websites such as Sulit.ph. Only last year, the 
Food and Drug Administration seized various boxes of these 
diet pills that are laced with steroids and filled with mercury- 
tainted ingredients. One scary thing to consider would be 
that most people with eating disorders tend to forgo these 
safety concerns in their desire for beauty. 

Along with this “instant” culture comes the 
information age’s contribution of pro-anorexic website 
such as Prettythin.com, which admits to being an online 
community where people can share tips on their deprivation 
diets and hunger pangs, and tips on hiding the drastic 
weight loss to family and friends. There now exists around 
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500 websites that tackle anorexia in this positive light, 
showing photos of women with protruding bones for 
“thinspiration,” and advocating belongingness for those who 
are being ostracized for having eating disorders. A site called 
“Starving for Perfection” contains “Thin Commandments” 
which include “Thou shall not eat fattening foods without 
punishing yourself afterwards,” “What the scale says is the 
most important thing,” and “You can never be too thin.” 

Today’s males are also partly to blame. Eddie, a 
businessman, admits to preferring women who are thin. “I 
can’t explain it, but I really think thin girls are hotter. They 
lead a more active lifestyle and who would want a fat girl to 
hold hands with as you walk around in malls?” he honestly 
asks. With Kiera Knightly, Kate Moss, and a plethora of skinny 
girls put on a pedestal of hotness, men generally perceive 
going out with women with a model-esque vibe as something 
that they can be proud of and in turn show off. 

This is not the case with Paolo, a DJ, who says that 
women who do not love to eat are less passionate about life. 
“I’ve always thought that a girl’s reaction towards food is the 
same as how she sees sex. Besides, it’s true what they say 
that there is more to love. They are more fun to talk to and 
have more substance and passion for more things.” 

Sadly, this notion of non-skinny girls as funny may 
also be its downfall. Chubby girls are often portrayed in 
the movies and TV shows as the loud, outspoken ones who 
never run out of witty banter. Yes, they are seen as smart 
and quick-witted, but the roles of the successful boss or 
the power-woman are left for the thin ones with very chic 
fashion sense. 

Men have a hard time grasping the gravity of the 
situation. Most males do not even know what constitutes 
eating disorders, and more often than not treat it as a 
phase that will one day just go away, much like fever. JV, 
who once dated an anorexic/bulimic girl, did not notice his 
girlfriend’s drastic weight loss and weight obsession until 


further in the relationship. “She would never finish her food 
and would often feel depressed after every meal. Because of 
this, I started avoiding taking her out to eat and often just 
stayed in to hangout. I didn’t like her feeling depressed,” he 
recounts. It got more serious however, when she asked me 
to not tell her parents about this situation and I accidentally 
joked about it in front of them and she got furious.” 

JV recounts the countless times he’s seen his then 
girlfriend run to the restroom to puke after eating even the 
littlest of things. He tried convincing her to seek help, but 
she repeatedly refused, saying he didn’t love her enough 
to understand. Eventually, her complications affected their 
relationship too much that he ended it, which led to her 
further depression. He didn’t see the importance of pursuing 
the relationship at all, as either way, he saw that there was 
nothing he could have done more to appease her. “It was like 
the only thing important to her was how thin she looked, 
and that was really unhealthy for her, and also for our 
relationship. There was no day that her weight wouldn’t be 
brought up, and yet she never wanted to talk to me about it. I 
started questioning myself and where I went wrong. It got so 
much worse than her initial ‘Do you think I’m fat?’ questions. 
There was no right or wrong answer and I’m sure all guys 
who have been asked that feels the same.” 

However, the real issue here isn’t the internal factors. 
As Starving for Perfection says, “Being thin and not eating 
are true signs of willpower and success.” Eating disorders 
are deeply rooted internally, within one’s self-perception. 
Such disorders have been found to be related with traumatic 
experiences during childhood and other stress and control- 
related problems. One woman who went through a bout of 
anorexia says that she used depriving herself of food as a 
form of punishment during the time that she worked under 
the campaign of a former president. “I was working at a job 
that I didn’t like, doing a lot of tasks that I didn’t like. So 
I considered it bad whenever I would eat as that was like 
rewarding myself and I didn’t feel like I deserved it.” 
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“Why is it then that locally, we do not have data 
and statistics available on eating disorders? 
They are not compiled in the National 
Institute of Mental Health, being left behind 
for “graver” illnesses such as schizophrenia, 
and considered as simply isolated cases.” 


It didn’t help that a lot of people complimented her 
on the weight loss. “People started commenting how thin I 
got and how great I looked. You start to think that maybe 
you were really obese before and losing weight would be a 
good thing.” She says that it’s also noticeable how differently 
people started treating her all of a sudden, and one just 
figures out the upsides of being perceived as thin in today’s 
society. 

No one can blame her, really. The case of eating 
disorders contains such fine lines between having one and 
not having one, and blaming the person’s past and the 
society. I put my money down on society, really. It used to be 
that being thin was considered a sign of poverty, and parents 
won’t have their kids looking thin because it would appear 
as if they’re not rich enough to feed them. Now though, the 
skinnier ones may also be considered affluent, as they’d 
be the ones rich enough to afford plastic surgery and gym 
memberships. 

In line with this, third-world countries have less 
celebrated cases of eating disorders on record. True enough, 
when there are more pressing problems at hand and money 
is hard to earn in itself, who needs more expenses with 
psychiatric costs and therapy? While on the international 
scene we have Mary Kate Olsen, Calista Flockhart, and Portia 
de Rossi checking in with doctors for their eating disorders, 
locally, we have only one celebrated case: that of actress 
Snooky Serna’s. The pressure of looking good lead to her 
anorexia as a teen, as she was making movies left and right. 
Her career noticeably took a nosedive as she disappeared 
from the limelight then - at the lowest point, a mere 78 lbs. 
Nowadays, she constantly battles chronic depression, one of 
the complications that rise from these eating disorders. 

Our neighboring countries in Asia are now beginning 
to recognize the prevalence of these eating disorders more 
and more as diet pills are very rampant in Hong Kong, and 
as Korea de-controlled the flow of international media in 
their society. Dr. Ken Ung of National University Hospital 
in Singapore notes this as interesting, seeing as Asians are 
generally of already smaller frames than Caucasians, and 
now having the desire to even be smaller. 


Why is it then that locally, we do not have data 
and statistics available on eating disorders? They are not 
compiled in the National Institute of Mental Health, being 
left behind for “graver” illnesses such as schizophrenia, 
and considered as simply isolated cases. There is nothing 
so isolated about a high school’s restroom filled with girls 
who are puking after their lunch break, a sight that some 
all-girl private schools now contain. These girls trade secrets 
to successful barfing, and become each other’s alibis while 
doing so. What else is wrong with this picture is that none of 
them realize the gravity of the situation. 

For how long will it take for the government to take 
notice? How far does it have to go for doctors and leaders 
to grasp that some of these illnesses are not as rare as you 
think? What is stopping all the advertisers and clients from 
painting more realistic images of people enjoying their 
products? Yes, you can’t stop what sells, but I suppose one 
could change their outlook on it. You know it, and I know it; 
you and I are as guilty as the next person. 

Much like nationalities and race differ, body types 
also do. Some skinny girls were born that way, and eating a 
lot can’t really do anything to outrun their fast metabolism. 
On the other hand, some people are just born with bigger 
bones and a fuller figure. Each person you face daily are 
going through a lot individually so we shouldn’t be quick to 
judge. A heightened sense of sensitivity and awareness may 
just potentially save lives. 

Everything may be easy to say, but in a culture where 
being full-figured used to be the standard, we have surely 
come a long way - down, that is. In this case, our colonial 
mentality, evident at its finest point, may just lead to our 
final end. 
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DON’T 

MESS WITH 

TEXAS 


“Everything is bigger in Texas,” goes the cliche about the second largest state of the United States of America. Second 
only in size to the state of Alaska, Texas also boasts three of the ten largest cities of the United States, San Antonio, 
Dallas and Houston. Everything in Texas is larger than life. It’s an adage that not only holds true for actual physical 
objects in Texas but the size of the attitude of its residents. 

This month’s international beauty is from Texas. Originally from the small town of Tyler in the lone star state, Kelley 
Thompson is definitely larger than life, as anyone is wont to be if they’re selected to become one of the vaunted 
Playmates of the PLAYBOY franchise. Unlike the cliche about Texans however, her personality is a lot more low-key 
than one would expect. 

First of all, there’s the hair. Most people already have images in their head whenever they think of Texans. Texan men 
will have their ten-gallon hats while their female counterparts will have their huge hair. The former Miss November 
2009 thankfully does not have fit into the cliche. Aside from that, she’s also pretty much the conservative homebody 
who chose to still remain in her hometown living next door to her parents. 

Just to show how low-key and down to earth she is, she listed her mother as the person she looked up to the most. Ever 
the sweet girl she lists bad manners, liars and arrogant people as her turn-offs. She’s a self-proclaimed animal lover 
and as of the time she became a playmate, she had three pet dogs. She also lists Nicholas Sparks as his favorite author, 
citing the fact that she always enjoys a good love story. She is your quintessential small-town girl-next-door. 

Incidentally, Kelley initially wanted to become a PLAYBOY model after watching The Girls Next Door (starring Hugh 
Hefner’s then girlfriends Holly Madison, Bridget Marquardt, and Kendra Wilkinson) back in 2005. Enamored with the 
interesting lives that the playmates lived, she would attend a PLAYBOY casting call in Texas was attended by the very 
stars the PLAYBOY reality show. 

While she was working as a bartender, she would later receive a message that she was selected among the numerous 
ladies who were part of the casting call. A small-town girl to the very core, her trip to Los Angeles for her Playmate 
shoot would be the very first time she would leave the state of Texas. 

She hopes to one day be an actress and a model. Since she loves animals, she would one day like to open an animal 
shelter. 
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Pla\ mate Update 


Royal Escape 


A whole week before the birthday celebration of yours truly, Playmate 
Princesz, everybody in the office was busy working. Yet, after all those tired 
days, the most crucial day of mine was celebrated extravagantly with the 
PLAYBOY family including Playmate standouts Billy and Naomi. The night 
was terribly fun, exciting and unforgettable. Thank you to all those who 
celebrated with me! 



Chefs got it! 

"If you can imagine it, you can achieve it, if you can dream it, you 
can become it!" Playmate Rhea sticks to this quote as she receives 
her toque with pride; finally she's a certified chef and a silver 
medallist. On behalf of Playboy family we are so proud of you! 



PLAYMATE ECHO RUNS FOR GIVES BACK FOUNDATION 


Playmate Echo brought Gives Back Foundation in Timor-Leste in brace with Dili Hash House Harriers. The full moon benefit run 
turned out really fun when they baptized Miss June 2010 with her hash name “truck stop”. The Dili hashers were happy to have 
helped Gives Back Foundation and to have Playmate Echo as special guest for the Dili hash #570 th run. 
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Playmate Echo gets baptised by Daisy, 
the General Manager, and Cuddles, the 
Religious Advisor as ‘Truck Stop.’ 



The Hares left to right WhoreMonica, 
Moosehead,Playmate Echo, and 
Knob Gobbler. 



Dili Hash House Harriers Run #570 Full Moon Run benefits to Gives Back Foundation 
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JUST SHOOT IT 



Playmate of the Year Billy Abeleda, Playmate Princess, Playmate Jobie, PLAYBOY 
models Angel, Cristine and I enjoyed watching the game! It was a really nerve 
wracking experience! Although they were unlucky, the Patriots are still the real 
champions in our hearts! 



PLAYMATE'S NIGHT OUT 


After the playmate's 2010 pictorial, they celebrated 
dinner together with Playmate of the Year, Billy Abeleda 
and PLAYBOY Family for the success of a glamourous 
pictorial! I'm pretty sure you guys will love it! Cheers to 
us! 




INTRODUCING 
PLAYMATE PRINCESZ 


Here we have our newest Playmate, looking forward to 
enjoy a night with us! Meet Miss March Princesz Roux, 
a woman with a lovely voice. She love surfing the net, 
watching DVDs and reading her favourite book (Why 
Men Marry Bitches). When she starts singing, you will 
fall in love with her for sure! 



By Playmate ECHO , NAOMI and PRINCESZ 
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¥ Playboy News 


PLAYBOY welcomes, Year of the Rabbit! 

Last February 2, we gathered at Eton Centris for the welcoming of the 
2011 Chinese New Year. Event was hosted by Playmate Echo Caceres 
and Sky Aizuru. We were joined by UDM E-Stars (Unibersidad de Manila), 
PYT and Jigs Amigos who performed that night. Special thanks to: 
Danilo Ignacio, President of Eton Properties Phils. Inc., Mr. Randy Lim, 
Brand Manger of Manila Beer, for providing us with unlimited booze, 
Aldwin Tolosa of Buisness Mirror, Nene Banon, Mellow 94.7 Marketing 
Director and Raha Volunteer Fire Department and PNP Station 10, 
Quezon City District for the securing the safty of those who came. 

Also present were DJs: Gravy Sauce, Migs Santos and Winner Santos of 
99.5 RT, Niki Floro of UR 105.9, Josh Ylaya of WOW FM, and Ver Flores, 
Ingrid and Angel of Mellow 94.7 
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Where How to Buy 


Below is a list of retailers and manufacturers you can 
contact for information on where to find this month's 
featured merchandise. 


PLAYBOY Store 

Australia - Melbourne 
447 Chapel St. So. Yarra 
Melbourne Australia, 3141 
Tel: 61-398276615 
Fax: 61-398279592 

Email: southyarra@playboyfashion.com.au 
Hong Kong 
Shop Cl-C2 
Hamilton Mansion 
1 -3 Cleveland St. 

Causeway Bay, Hong Kong 
Tel: 852-2576-0377 

Thailand - Bangkok 
Central World Plaza Mall, 

999/9 PLAYBOY Store, 

Unit# F206 - 2nd floor 
Praram 1 Rd. Khet Pratumwan, 


Kwang Patumwan, Bangkok, 

10330, Thailand 
Tel: 662-613-1023 

United Kingdom 
153 Oxford Street 
London, W1 D2JQ 
Tel: 44-020-7292-6080 

USA - Las Vegas 
Ceasar's Palace 

3500 Las Vegas Blvd. So. E-18B 
Las Vegas, NV 89109 
Tel: 702-851-7470 

USA - Las Vegas 

The Palms, 4321 West Flamingo Road 
Las Vegas, NV 89103 
702-942-7777 


Velvet Rose 

Robinsons Galleria 
3rd Level 

EDSA cor. Ortigas Ave., Pasig City Metro Manila 
Telephone: 683-0329 

Shangri-la Plaza Mall 
3rd Level 

EDSA cor. Shaw Blvd., Mandaluyong City Metro Manila 
Telephone: 631 -4323 

SM Mall of Asia 
2nd Level, Main Mall 

Central Business Park, Bay Blvd., Bay City Pasay City 
Metro Manila 
Telephone: 556-0731 
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